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= T* E following colled%on © is a 
I more general one than any other 
extant, ſelected, the Editor flatters 
bimſelf, with that attention which 
will gain the public approbation. All 
the modern ſongs are included, with 
ſuch of thoſe of an earlier date, whoſe 7 
merit has ſtood the teſt of time, and 
which are generally ſung in the politeſt 
companies. In this new edition will 
| alſo be found many ſongs written on 
purpoſe for this work, and which of 
| courſe are not to be found in any 


g ſimilar collection. ARE GO II Ra Fo 


The nals i of Hap writing is 

to promote harmony and good fellow- 

ſhip; theſe Rope ingredients to 
alsT ſpweeten 


* 


P R E F A . E. 
r the cup of life wir be found : 


in this collection in ſufficient abun- 


dance. And whilſt care has been taken 
to exclude any thing that may offend 
the ear of decency, humour and con- 
viviality have not been neglected: ſo 
that the devotee of pleaſure and mirth 
will here find matter of amuſement, 
as well as the Bacchanalian and the 
man of ſentiment. Particular atten- 
tion has alſo been ſhewn to the fair 
ſex, who in this ſelection will meet 
an agreeable com panion | for a. leiſure 
. | SH; 


AS thro*the „ . 
1 Ariſe,-my roſy nymph of May 5 * 
At the fund of the horn — 89 
Attend, ye thoughtleſs, young and go — 93 
Amaitcrthave; nod —— | 155 
A: e Pages for «Indy „ 
Amo, amas —— — N 3 (4 
A Londre I was taylor nich |. 
All men are mere children, all women the ane 
At the ſign of the horſe, vid Les ITN. 
Again Britannia ſmile 
A mercer 1 am, in a very g 1 tile 5. 2 
Abergavny is fine, Aberiſty, Tm alſo E * 
Alas ! where ſhall I comfort, V 
A ailor's life's a life of woe — 5. 4 
All will hail the joyous daß — 2 ö 
A blooming flow*r my Chloe thoſp me ©, - 
As I was a walking one morning in' May — 2 
At gay fixteen my lovers came — — 
As now we've met, a jolly ſet 
A flaxen- headed cow-boy, as ante as may * 
At ads I roſe with jocund glee 


eee * A 


Bligh 

Ben Backſtay Jov'd the 5 Anna — 

Blow high, blow low a 
Blithe as the hours in May . —._ we. OS 
By her own lovely ſelf, that's my choice and delight 14 
Beſide the burn, the other day "my . 
Be mine, tender paſſion, foother of care — 

5 By the oziers ſo dank So 


Charming Clorinda ! ev'ry note — 
Come, come, my good ſhepherds  — 
Come ſing round my fav rite tre 


* 


Crown mes. Bacchus, mighty God 

Come ey'ry man now give his toaſt — _ 
Come laſſes and liit to my oug /-- +1 hw. 
Charming village-maid 1 2 
gl [ race back the time, a far diftant a date 


2 


3 2 


Dear dil Kate, oh ! caſe my care 
Dear Kathlane, you no doubt 
Dans votre lit _ — 
Dear fir, this brown j jug ch — 
Down the bourne and thro? the mead 
Domeſlic peace, my ſoul's deſire | 
Drifted ſnow no more is ſen 
Dear native Keynes, . fair Sine tow'rs 


— 


— 2 


GS __—_— > — E. 5 a 
Ere bright Reſina met mine eyes 
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From the light a Sow that VT * lth” s — 2G . 
Pour- and- twenty ſidlers all on a row — ib. 
From tyrant laws and cuſtoms free  — 140 
Far divided from my mate —_ : ꝛ .. 7 . 08 
Farewell, ſweet Kate, the . bu 4 ff 7 0 MO 
Farewell to the park and the play 8.5 
From Prudence let my joys take birth 
Far ſweeter than the hawthorn. bloom 
From dreary dreams I wake to woe | 
From hope's fond dream tho? reaſon wake 36. 
From high birth and all its fetten  — 38 
FR Caroline was once my love — — 294 
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Give Iſaac the nywph who no beauty can oat 11 
- Goddeſs of eaſe, leave Lethe's brink — 219 | 

Good fir, in vain you bead your bo? — 221 = 

Gen'rous hearts all eaſe deſpiſing — — 238 2 

Go patter to lubbers — 7% — 2M 

Give me wine, roſy wine, that 3 ace e 43 
Gad-a-mercy, devil" 8 in mee 61 : 
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Hark, hark from the voodlan ds =, — „ 
Her mouth with a ſmile — — — 86 
How long ſhali hapleſs Colin mourn— 91 
How hard our hapleſs lot appears — — 111 
Happy, harmleſs, rural pair — — 112 
How ſweet in the woodlands — —= — e 
Here's an old ſong made by an ancient pate 1 £548 49 
Ho imperfect is expreſſinn— — 135 
Hark forward! away, my brave boys to the chace 15 
How happy the ſoldier who lives on his pay He 8 
Fark, hark to the ſound of the ſweet winding bor 161 
3 Honour let the ſoldier chuſe — — 163 
2 1 bark, Jolly ſportimen, awhile to my tale 28 1 oh 
1 „„ Here's | 


1 


| Here s to the maid of baſhful fifteen — 
Ho ſtands the glaſs kround — — 
How fair was my jeſſy — — 177 
Had [ a heart for falſchood fram' „ 
How oft Louiſa haſt thou ſaid — ' — 
Io ſweet is the joy, when our bluſhes impart 208 4 
How bleft our condition, how jocund the day 240 


Here, a ſheer hulk, lies poor Tom Bowline 244 Y 

How kind and how good of his dear Majelly 274 1 

HFere's all her geer, her wheel, her work 275 4 

Haſte, ger tle Zephyr, o'er the glade — ” : 
- How few know how to value life — =— 4 E 

How provoking your doubts! "44 

Hey for buckiſh wards ' — — ; 3#1 

Have you not ſeen an infant's prize — 51 

Hope, treach'rous meteor _ — 33 

Har can 1 e the fond hour Do 

> . 
I'm a  vot'ry of Bacchus, his godſhip adore | 62 
1 canno' like ye, gentle fir — 665 


In ſtorms v hen clouds obſcure the cy. — 

In vain the grave and wiſe — — 73 
I've known what tis to face a for:: 

Je penſe à vous-—where'er I ſtray — 
1 ng the Britiſh ſeaman's praiſe — — 95 | 
I travers'd Judah's barren ſand — . — 114 : 


In the choice of a husband us widows are nice 133 b 
Im told by the wiſe ones, a maid I ſhail die 158 9 
If a young wife you havre — >... A2< 
In London my life is a ring of delight — 181 
_ In my pleaſant native plainins — 183 
In ſummer, when the leaves are green — 189 
ve kiſs'd and Pre prattled with fifty fair maids 194 

Jeſſamin ſweetens the bow'r — — 1431 
* once from Olympus bis eyes caſt on earth 234 

once had a lover that try'd ev'ry art — 239 f 
In Yarrow vale by Yarrow ſtream — B 243 {| 

| | was 


. 14. v 35 ä 
12 4 ſee a wate an — 244 
I am the world's epito nme — 2 
Fm jolly Dick, the lampligbhter— 
L ſail'd Fromm the Downs 1n the Nancy — 275 
I am a jolly fiſherman — — 7 2 
Jack Ratlin was the ableſt ſeaman 727 ee 1 
In Martindale, a villiage fair — — we > -- 2 
In the world's N path, where I've been 8 ; 
In an old quiet pariſh & — — 22 
In vain to me the hcurs of care — 29 
If life i isa + hobbies. and breaks with a blaſt „ 
I ths; ſprigs of fatbion. W 8 
Look 'e, d ar ma'am, I'm quite the his e 
| Lone bird of eve, whole liquid throat _ 92 
Lord, what care I for mam or dad — 1177 
Like my dear ſwain, no- youth. you'd: ſee — 127 4 
Lovely nymph, aſſuage my anguiſh — — 15. . 
Looſe ev'ry ſail to the breeze — — 1I;c 7 
Lingo, good friends, once more appears 159 9 
Let tame ſound the trumpet — — F* "1 
Let me, gentle pilgrim, entreat you comply „ 
Let bards elate — — — 260 0 
Love they call a gentle an — — 47 
Love and honour now conſpire | 7; > + 8 7 8 
Eurk o'er the green fvard —_ — — 18 
| Love from the heart all its dangers concealing . 38 3 
Z Like 1 that . on the thorn — 290 
Minerva.ia heaven auc mourn'd' 4: 045 
Mon cher amie, amitres cher — 2 
Margaretta firit poſſeſt, —  — 116 
Ma chere ami — — — 1% - 
Mon cœur adieu, young Lubin cries — 171 3 
My heart's ſoft emotions admit no diſguiſe 41 
My aer ee, plan ½ «˙ u 
%% 


\/ 
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| My plaint in no one pity moves. 
My heart is as Wee a and brave as the e 


My tight fellow ſoldiers, prepare — 

My native land I bade aden — 
VM y heart from my boſom would fl — 
: = My dear mem,. how youu clack _—_ — 


No the time for mirth and gle. 
Now ſafe moor'd, with bowl before us | 


Night o'er the world her curtain OY — 
No ſooner enter'd in my 0 — _ 
Nature to women ſtill ſo kind 2 — — 
Ning chew nang, po ning ning kang, * ni 
Mee from fate wg — * 2 ; — * 
No wonder I'm now ſeen to grieve _ 
Now fpringter ſweets diſcloſes — 
No more ſball Harry fling the bar _ 
No moe | 2 985 the W fair 


od that lone donk Ars „ 
= Oh cherry-cheek'd Doll is a ſweet p. etty laſs . 


Oer moorlands and mountains — 
Of all the pretty flow'rs — — 
Oh wou' d the night my bluſhes La, _ 
On Entick's green meadows — — 
On Richmond-Hill there lives a laG — 


Of plighted faith fo truly kept — — 
On ok s happy land — — 
Oh! lite's a gay foreſt — — 

4 Ob! fear nor my courage, prov'd over and over | 
i= Oh! tell me, Memory, no more — 
oh 22 P — dear, no hopes for * — 


Pounds, ſhilliag-, pence and fartkings 
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| Reftrain'd from the ſight of my dear  — os . 
Reſplendent guns the awple moon — 8 


Still the lark finds repoſe ET! “““ 

Sweet, ſweet Robinette — 153 
Sweet rofy ſteep, oh! do not fly = 174 
Sit down, neighbours aal!!! — 203 
Sweet ditties wou*'d my Patty ſing — 226 


- See the Park throng'd. with beauties 238 
Such a Tom- boy before I had entet d * teens 280 


Sweet inmate, "Senftbility , — — 11 
Sweet bluſhing flow'r! awhile —  — 49. 


Thbo' many a-nymph-may claim ſon; — 
The god who form'd our — 
Jo be true to the man they admire 

To hear a e ſonnet 
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Returning Trom the fair one re — 


wy | / . a 5 | N 
Salt rin on thy bitany wing — 72 
See beneath yon bow'r of roles — 87 
Softly ſweet the minutes glide— 136 


Sweet is the dew- drop on the thorrn— 248 


Some time ago married a wife — 8 


Sometimes, *tis ſaid, the Fpirits of the ple — 54 
2 have your in the Village ſen— 63 


The aka cheer the grove — 
The ſun ſhone pale on mountain ſnow — 
The ſable clad curtain's undra nn 
There ftood poor Jonas at the window = 
Tho' I am now a very little-lad | . 


To my muſe give attention 
The matchlefs attractions of Kate of the: Fay 
"I'was near a ſea · beat rock reclin d — 


+ 8 1 4 


2 


WH 


Page 
The Feld: were gay, and ſweet the hay — 74 
Twas at the cool and fragrant hour — 78 
The balmy Zephyrs breath'd their ſtore — 84 
Tho”. I can't walk quite ftraight  — 8&5 
The meadows look chearful — — 36 
The ſilver moon's enamourd bem — 88 
- The. moon who night adorning — 100 
2T'was I learnt a pretty ſong in Francdse— 108 
The fails unfurl'd, the ſhip unmoor d — 110 
The virgin lily of the night — — 112 
The bells they rang all in the morn— 113 
The Leixlip is proud — — 145 


The trump of fame your n name has. breath'd — 119 
The wealthy fool with 223 in flore —_— 120 


The moment Aurora cep'd i into my room — 26, 
The buſy crew their fails unbending — 143 
The foes of Old England — — 147 
Tas at the break of day we ſpydd — 149 
The twins of Latona, fo kind to my boon” — 15% 
To baniſh life's troubles, the Grecian old 2 r 
The ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring. 154 
The virgin, when ſoften'd by May — 156 
Twas near a thicket's calm retreat — 

be nymphs were met upon the green — 

The miſt from the mountains proclaimd — 164 


They call me honeſt Harry — — 121 
11 The moon had climb'd ig deen hill — 122 
f This hot purſuit — — 1123 
. Tho prudence may preſs me — — 125 
1 To keep my gentle ſeſſy — — 126 
f The wanton god who pierces hearts — 133. 
f The laſs of Partie s mill — — 12134 
| Then farewell, my trim-built wherry — 136 
q To the winds, to the waves, to the woods | 137 
4 The flag thra' the foreſt - — — 141 


3 £ 5 K 
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The Britiſh lion is my ſigagg— 
The merry dance I dearly love — 
Tbe topſails ſhiver in the wind — + 
- FM __ ring ſailor . main — 199 
Tha 


8 3 — 


ix ov - . 
Ci 1 Fo, 


Thorſday 3 in the morn 5 fe. =. nn 
That noble paſſion fortitude — — 277 
| aber Id lives in the fouth — 16. 


There is a c 

This morning Aurora peep d over the hills '— 218 
The ſpring with ſmiling face is ſeen — 21 
Tho? lovers, like markſmen, all aim at the heart "22 
The dear, domeltic joys of life, — 230 
To Anacreon, in heav'n — 232 


Tho' Bacchus may boaſt of his Gare-killing bowl 241, 
The wind was huſh'd, the fleecy wave — 256 
Than marriage and muſic — — 
Twas Saturday night, the ewinklingſtars. — 
To Bachelors' Half we good fellows invite. — 
»Twas in the good ſhip Rover —_—_— 
The girl who would fain chuſe a mate 
The ſpangled green confeſs'd the morn, "0 
Twas not her eyes, tho' orient mines 
The little birds, as well as ou . 
The ſun when ariſing beſpangles the dew — 28 
The day is departed, and round from the cloud 288 
The roſe and lily their beauties combining 1 


The ſapling oak loſt in the dell . = 
There's ſomething in kiſing—-T cannot tell * 2 
The mincing Rep, the woman's air — _, 16 
Was there ever a f — — + 24 
When lovely Anna 1 I view'd — 33 
When Beauty's ſmiling queen alone — 87 


When Strephon a ars, how heart 1 K- * 
When the Chill 0 blows * — pit * — 
When gen'rous wine expands the foul — 101 
When firſt this humble roof I knew — aa . 
What means that downcaſt look, my dear 111 
We'll ſeek the bow'r of Robin Hood — 118 
When ſpring has chac'd the winter's ſnow 119 
When the roſy morn appearing | — 129 
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bidden to * wake or fair — 136 
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When * lads and laſſes gay 72 


1 . 1 15 „„ 
, att eo 
When Werter fair Charlotte beheld — © 
Wou'd you know, my good friends — _ 
When up to London firſt I came 
When firſt I kenn'd young Sandy's face — 
What a charming thing's a battle 


When ruddy Aurora awakens the day 191 
What virgin or ſhepherd in valley or grove 195 
When ſummer comes, the ſwains on T weed „ 

Whilſt happy in my native land — 198 

While the lads of the village fo merily, ah ! 200 

With the ſun 1 riſe at morn — — 210 

When rous'd by the trumpet's loud elangor 211 

When o'er the world the heedleſs amb, e 

When order firſt from Chaos ſpruig — . 

When the fancy-flirring bowl — — 54 

When faintly gleams the doubtful 77 — 273 

MW ben Jack parted from me to plough the ſalt main 278. 
With care | ſearch'd the village round - — 284 

When my money was gone that I - ain d in the wars 285 

Would you taſte the perfume of the morn 287 

What can mean that thoughtful frown © — 5 

When firſt I !lip'd my leading ſtrings FFF 

What's a valiant hero. — — 17 

When Arthur firit in court began — 18 

When firſt I ſaw the village-maiden  — 1 

While Strephon thus you teaze me — "7- 

Whither, my love, ah ! whither art thou gone 34 

Wide thro? the azure blue and bright — 38 

When I've money | am merry  — — 47 

When *tis night, and the mid-watch is come 289, 

: Where rolls the ſilver Severn tide _ 293 

When youth bloſſom'd cn me, no maiden was ſeen 296 | 
When I waſh a mighty little boy  — 52 

What cares ſurround a monarch's brew 53 
What are the boaſted joys of love*® — . 54 


When night's dak mantle veil'd the feas 37. 


When firit I began, fir, to ogle the ladies 


When little on the village e green : . 


= 


. 


ve happy pairs, 1 and kind 71 
You aſk me, my friend, what of life's the belt « * ib. 
You know I'm your prieſt — 104 
Voung Lubin was a ſhepherd boy „ ee 
Young William was a rural youth — 166 — 
Young Laura was a lovely las — 170 
Voung Hal cried ſoftly, 2 Riſe my dear 179 
Voung Sally, pride of all the plain — 207 
Ve bucks, who ſo oft at the city have ſneer'd 213 
_ Young Roger the plougman — 220 
Young Damon was whiſtling briſk and gay 426 
Young William, frolickſome and gay - 
Young women ſhould ſhun tittle-tattle 13 
Ye nymphs and ſylvan gods — - — 
Ye hours, that part my love and me e 
Young Lubin was as blithe a lad 291 
Young Ty T vow was the bonnieſt lad 297 
Zephyr, come, thou playful minioa {| 38 
| 353 f 
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Sung by Mr. Kell, in the Siege of Belgrade, * 


HE roſe and the lilly their beauties combining, 
Delight in adorning a form ſo divine, 

Such charms to a peaſang Fonkgning, - RR 

Ah!—muft I refign ! 7 . . PE 


- 


BAY 


Forbid it ye powers! to Love tis a treaſon; 1 

Vet Ambition aſſuming the ſemblance of Namn, 8 

Commands me with ſcorn the mean thought to 0 des 5 
cline. YO 
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4 ; - 


1 « 
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Wealth and Power, whe are you 3 1 
To Pleaſure, if you give not birth! 5555 
Rich in Ambition's gilded wn „ 
1 barter them for real 1e a” 2 DEF oops 


Sung by Mrs. Bland, in the Siege of Bolgrade. 


LL will hail the joyous day, : | W 7 
When love his triumph ſhall diſptayiy iy 075 8 
The dance ſhall mingle old and Voung, ar 1 
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The Fr Piet bells, with welcome ſound, : 
Shall ſpread the happy news around, 
And give a hint to maidens coy, 


That "youth they ſhould not miemploy. 


n 


e 


r 


* „ — 
. 8 I EA Rn, 


—— 
— 


8 
4 - OED OE INT IS 
— 


Yuſeph will, with fallen pride, 
Envy joys to wealth denied ; 
And as we trip with merry glee, 


With himſelf as poor as we. 
The ſprightly bells, &c. 
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8 © N 8. 
Sung by Mr. Cook, in hs Siege of B elgrade. 


HE ſapling oak loſt in the dell - 
Where tangled brakes its beauties „ 
And every infant ſhoot repel, 
Droops hopeleſs o'er the exhauſted ſoil. 
At length. the Woodman clears around 
Where cer the noxious thickets ſpread; 
And high from the reviving ground, 
The foreſt's monarch lifts his head. 


| FFF 


8 N 8. 
Sung by Signora Storace, in the Siege of B. kal. 


LITHE as the hours in May, 
Were thoſe I now deplore, 
When firſt I own'd Love's gentle wy - 
They will return no more! © 
Every fond hope is loſt! 
No comfort can they bring 
Winter's untimely chilling froſt, 
Deſtroy' d the infant ſpring, 


"Blythe as the hours, &c; 
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| 8 0 3 G. Te 
"__ by Mes. Crouch, in = Siege of Belgrade 


V plaint in no one pity moves N 
Save Echo, who in plaints N 8 bn 2 
Like me, depriv'd of him ſhe loves | 5 Z 
With ſy mpathy ſhe counts my ſighs. $i 6 


©zd 


Pleas'd with the ſtrain the hapleſs maid. Tu 
Repeats the unavailing. moan z 8 2 

And while ſhe lends her. ſoothing ee 
Laments my ſoxrows and her own. H | 2 
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„ D 
By . Kell, , and Mrs. nch in the Same. | 


F plighted faith ſo truly kept, „ 5 
Of all Love dictates tell; 5 3 F 
Ot. reſtleſs thought that never lep, 7 5 

Since when the bade farewell, | 
The rifing ſigh, the frequent tear, - 
The fluſh of hope, the chilling fear: | 
So may the ſympathetic oe 
Direct kind Fancy's wing : Wo EG 
Where future hours in tranſport roll, . 
ys love's rewards ſhall bring. „ ͤö 1 


D U E T. e 
By Sgnora Storace, and Mes. Bland in [the fans, EEE 
H gentle Zephyr o'er the Medes, 7 #1. 


If there my love diſcerning, 


Kindly with flutt? ring pinions aid 13855 | 5 5 f . . >: e 
His weary ſteps returning. 41 
* 8 | 80 
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; Sor may the wings (their wanton play 


No ſcorching ſun oppreſſing) 


| Still gladly fan the ſukry day, 


And 3 the ſummer' 8 bleſſing. 


# %. 


"ih; 0 N G. 
1 ung 5 Mrs. Bland, in the Same. 


1 OVE they call a gentle paſſion, 
Boaſt its power to calm the breaſt ; 


I prefer the jealous faſhion; | 
Sweets when daſh*d with ſour are beſt.” 
While the ever-cooiag doves . 
In fond nonſenſe tell their loves; 
Scarce exiſting, nought deſiring 

Cloy'd with bliſs, as well - kun may, 
They with langour half expiring 

. Doze their es lives e 
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© FW by Mr. Dignum, in the fame. 


OW few. know how to value life 
And taſte it's real joys, 
Unmix'd with jealouſy and ſtrife, 
With anger, pride, and noiſe. 
Let riches, power, and pomp ſurpaſs, 
And ſcorn me if they pleaſe; 


| Let me love, laugh, and take my . 


Andelead a life of caſe. 
Limpid and pure life? s current ſeems, © 
Till Paffion's wild miſtake;  _ 
In madneſs, troubles all the ſtreams 
* which he muſt partake, 


＋ * 3 


Let a0 power, and pomp ſurpaſs, ae gt FER Ol 
And ſcorn me if they pleaſe ; EO ol 

Let me love, laugh, and take my glaſs, | ES | 

And lead a life of caſe. 9] 
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Suey by aber 8 race, in the a 


HAT can mean chat thoughtful frown, 
Why thoſe eyes to earth da dee be 


Tell me what amiſs they ſee: 5 2 1 
Let them 1 look on me. S 
: Ta ra lal 1 8 CCC 1 
What then 3 my 3 haxe i 8 e 
Come indeed 1 will be gravd, 4 8 
IS K 4 44 2323 . / . 
And with melancholy MES ot 341 91 %%% Ml 
c 4 > 
| Calmly hear fr ll 1 
La ra al 14. 5 FEST. 
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"ap 5 Mr. Bannifter, j fun. in * pi 5 Eu 


| 9% provoking Fe: doubts ! ! do you think Tm 

a fool? - 1 

La the heat of the battle you know I was cool; 3 

While ourſelves and our neighbours. 1 

With guns, p. .ſtols, ſabres, 4 . nh „ 

Were cutting and flaſhing, gn 

Mahomedans haſhing, © © © 

* _ I care for that—fince time's on the! wing 

ou lee I am merry—you 5 

Tel ds wy y hear how T fing; 22 
You ws I am merry—you hear how * ling. 
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1 That jade, Madam Lilla —that gipſey, afar, 
Is jigging away to the —. A 
While great ſmooth'd-chin'd een 1 46.1 
With vile ſquenking trebles, „ 
Chaunt her praiſes, to cheer 
FFF 
Till the handkerchict's throw a- but then What' 5 
that tome, 
It can't make me uneaſy I'm m happy, you ſee. 
Tol de rol, & c- 
It can't make me uneaſy —I'm happy, you ſee, 


| 8 O N 8. e ee 
Sung by Signora Storace, in the Jane, | 


_ =] OMESTIC 8 my ſoul's defife, 
| ; The deareſt bliſs: Fate could beſtow, „ 
At length to thee I may aſpire;; 1 
if Misfortune? s ſtorms no longer blow + © > 
= Eſcap'd their ire, now fafe on thore „ 
4 I liften to the tempeſt's roar ; > 
And while the billows idly foam, 
1 255 They but endear my long loſt home. 
es 5 
5 ; EY 8 4 4 a 2 5 > F 8 x r 3 : . 2 
ö - e 3x $05 whe 8 R 
F G. I, 
> Li by Ar, Sretty in the fame, „„ 


Cour time ago I marr ieda wife, 

And ſhe, poor ſoul, was the plague of 1 my life : 
1 thought, when TI loft her, my troubles were done, 
But i' taith I find they're jult begun, RY, - 
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_. 3. .'T ho” ſhe's gene, 1 1 
4 Sein is ae | 
3 My troubles alas!“ are Just begun. 1557 
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IM 5 Be. Es | . 87 3 . z: . | 
1 magiſtrate 1 next became; 5 mw "5 


To be impartial” was my aim. VV. 
No diſtinction I made begweg . and fir all — 
Plaintiffs, de fenden 8 8e 1 — 5 All. . 1 
Great and mail, fiece d em e . ll 
Turks an Chriſtians, T cheated cn Fall; 


15 n praiſe of bobs h, Pre beard "© 5 8 2 
VTV 

Ten if tis beſt in life's re path 5 Pact 1 3. 

The daintieſt diſhy It taſte che F 


Honeſt at lack, | E 5 N 2 
Tir*d ofthe: Pall: 1 505+ OE FX tht © 44 
| Perhaps as a e 1 way 7 at at 8 1 fs 
* : 


„ * 21 5 We. 
oOvVE * Pye conſpire. þ by _—— th 4 
To rouſe-my-fout with: martial- f ef _ = 
oly prophet, hear my prayer, " "200 | 
Give me once more; rhe. charming fair. 5 
The Auſttian trumpet's bold alar ms 7 
Breathe defiarice to our arm. n 
Fir'd with ardour to engage, Z 
Give me to dare the battle's rage . 
When groans that ſhall be heard no more, , © „. 
Echo! to the canons roar. 4 15 . 
Death talks triumphant o'er thi field; 5 1 out Hr * 


mg & 
P 3 


On « every ſide the Chriſtians: yield. | * 4.09 +348 
Still conqueſt doubly Reeg 42 1 9 3 7 
5 4 *. £. 41 1 © > FA 7 £8 
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The lover-ſoldier's AS z 15:4 4.3 
In proſpect he poſſeſſes <7 10 zt did 905 $3 0F-7 7 a 11 J 
Complying beauties? charms. . e ,, 
B 4 : SONG, 
1 : 
a | 


4 s 0 N 8 
Seng by Mr. Blanchard, in the Woodman. 


N the World's crooked path where Tre "Me 

There to ſhare of life's gloom my poor part, 
The bright ſun-ſhine that ſoften'd the ſcene 
N ſmile from the girl of wy heart | / 


4 bs. {36.4 40 -8-h 
—_ Ow 


N ot a ſwain, when the lark quits her neſt, 
But to labour with glee will depart, 

If at eve he expects to be bleſt 
With=a Smile From the . of bis heart ! 
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| cb then croſſes; ad 1 cares. a8 they may, 
5 Let my mind ſtill this maxim im wy 
= That the comfort of man's fleeting day 
* * N the girl of his bears ! 
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"IR 5 Mt FA Dal in 0 ane. 


EPH TR, come thou playful minion, 
Greet with whiſpers ſoft mine ear! 
Hence! each breeze of ruder pinion, 
Tell me I have N 2 to fear 


— 
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Gently, Zephyr, wing nin over, 

Tho I ne'er behold him more; 5355 

With the breath of ſome young lover, 
Mat him to hie n native ſhore? 


- : = 
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Sung by Mr. Bannifter, 


N. Freedom's happy la Io ee. „ 
My taſk of duty done, 7 

With Mirb's light-hearted bana a 3 
Why not the only: Woodman one 3 | 

7 8 2 > FT 

Tho? Fortune's fill our groves forſake, = 4 
Mirth may be left D EB 

For wealth can neither give, nor take . 
This treaſure of the 3 3 123 3 / 4 5 


Come, Cheerfulneſs, with W git, * my 122 5:08 


Trip by the peaſants fide; VF 
While Care —in cold, and ſullen ſtate, „ 
Sits on the brow of FÄ Ä 


© ws hd 


On Freedom s happy land, &c⸗ 5 


eee, I 
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Makes my heart ina , rumule 3 jump more than breaſt I 
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For nine times in ten, . 2} i que 
| 8 80 teazing, 0 5 #4 5 N #4; Pt vis 23 2 


And pleaſing, e * DEE SOD | 


We find thoſe rude creatures—the dear kiſſing men, 2 
That we wiſh it repeated again, and again! Wy - 


Thou gh 
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Though : 2 kiſs ſtop my breath, oh! how little care I, 
Since a woman at ſome-time of other muſt die! 3 
For nine times in ten, 
So teasng ß, 0 
And pleating, | 
we find thoſe rude creatures the dear Kiſſiog men, 


That we with it repeated again, and nk 


ob Rille 1 | 
eee 
8. 0 N 6. 5 


Sung by 15 7 Huntley in the kane, 


Wan firſt I ſlipp'd my lea 1 
. +, pleaſe her little Por x, 
My mother bought me at the fair, a pretty waxen 


Doll; 
Such floe-black eyes, and cherty checks, the-ſmiling ; 


dear poſſeſt, a . 
How could I kits it oft nee r hug it to my 


n? ; | n 20 7010 2 


* 
o 
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2 ry F . - %s 
„ 5 3 a & 6 4 of 


No 435 I bots orattle it, as forward Miſes do, 

Then how long'd, and figh'd to hear — my Dolly 
prattle too; 

I curl'd her hair in ringlets neat, and dreſs'd her 
very ga 


And vet the bulky buſſy not a oo — Ey. 


OS 


6 'Provold, 3 to my queſtions kind, no anſiver 
£70 ve Leonid getz 3.715111 e ni 37:5 
6s 1 ſhook the lietle huſſy I e whipp'd her 
e ina pet jw ;: 11 
% My mother cry'd, Oh ſie upon 't—pray let Four. 
| & doll alone, 3 
If e'er you wiſh to have. ar + pretty: baby o of your! 


66 2 op 
own! EY 5 3 4 72 3 4 


* 2 * 
F..u 81 7 - 
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* 
My head on this I bridled vp, aud threw the plays 


: thing by, 
Altho' my lifter ſnubb'd me for't—1 know the. reaſon 


why— WO; 3 
I fancy he would wiſh to keep the; Groet-bearts, all — 
her own, _ 3 
But that ſhe ſha'n't, depend: 2 't—when, I'm 2 1 
: woman grown: 2 6251 f 
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Sung by M; ifs Dall, in 8 *. 5 
Ser inmate—SENSIIIII T! . 1 
How pure thy tranſports flow, © ? 


Vaen even grief that ſprings from thee, 
ba luxury in woe! 2 
Without thee - where's the figh of love, | 
Or bluſh by grace refin'd ?— | 
Where Friendſhip' s ſacred tear to prove 
The triumph of the mind? 


| Rondeau 
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Sang by Ar. Williamſon, 2 „ x bc 1 i 


Y heart is as honeſt, and brave-as the beſt, 
My body's as ſound as a roach; 

Tho? in gay fangled garments I never was aren, 

Nor ſtuck up my nob in à coach: 8 

It Fortune refuſes to flow with my ſtream, e 
My ſacks with her riches. to fill, 464 17 1 7 (TH 

W hy ſurely 'tis Fortune alone, that's 'S to blame ES 6 

And not honeſt Bob of the Mill. 
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„„ 
My breaſt is as artleſs, and blithe as my lay, pot ad 


From my cottage Content never flies ; : 


| She is ſure to reward the fatigue of the day, 


And I know how to value the prize : 
Would the girl that I love, Ts bue give me ner 
hand, = T7 
The world it may wag as it will; 
I defy the firſt *Squire, or Lord:of the Renal - 
To diſhonour plain Bob of the Milt FE: 


F 


. N . 
Sung by Mr. Blanchard, iz the ” <a | 


H ! Life's a gay foreſt, like ener Sherwood 
Lantara, my boys 
Abounding with fiſh, fleſh, and fowl, that is good ; 
_ Theſe are your joys! _ 
When the ſoft. mountain-roe 
Is ſkipping— ſoho! 
Or tnppiog—tegho.: 
It will happen fo! 
This—this is the time, if it's well 8 
For the ſport of that foreſt—dear merry Sherwood ! 8 


L7 In duch foreſts where game will for ever ariſe, 


Tantarra, my og boys! 
we may chace evꝰry light - footed pleaſure that flies; * 
Theſe are our joys! | | 
_ Shyly then mark the doe, 5 
That's ſkipping—ſoho! _ 
Or tripping —teigho ! 
It will happen ſo! 
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25 ® or the well-flayour'd ven'ſon, dear me 1 14 fo good, 
5 . is ſhot * an arrow in merry e, 


* 


SON. 


3 Sung by Mes. lis, in 5 9 pred 
OUNG women ſhould ſhun tirtle-tattle ; 

' Like ſun-dials, never ſhould prattle; . 
Juſt tell what they're aſł'd and be ſtill ; z 

But girls are ſo idle, 

I Their tongue they won't bridte, „„ 
80 gallop i it goes like the clack of Tilt r 


— 13 . 8 
1 > — . 
* % + +4 * - 2 be 
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We gentry you never. hear rattle - - 5 „an 
Like furies engag'd in a battle 
Of talking we ſoon have our fill: Ni 
Dee 4. ee t are ft idle Ke. : 


Sung by Mr. Fobrftone in 25 ane. : 


, fear not, 1 my courage, prov'd over and over! 
Vour foldier will rout each impertinent lover; 
With a row-dow! I'll guard N foe ſhall your, 

preſence fly, 
Who to fall in love kere——mul have tumbled, fiene 
Pretty high! E 


* * my, * ; * * 1 
ug = * L N 
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With aide-fpreading, char 2 | hike the Lake 10 oO! 
| Killarney, cn 24. 7 Nr £3 34 A 0 


Dear creature, oh! litew to none: f their blamen. my 
.. + azits an | 


* 
. 


Your truc-hearted lad is come galloping to you: 2 2h * | 
Oh ! the Salmon on. 5 nought to his light to be 
you. | 


"a Li With a res diu, tees 


} woo 


L 14 4 
Vour mort date of beauty—your EY tongue con · 


traſting, 
Like our own Grant's Cauſeway, will prove ever- 
laſting! 


Wit a neuere, xc. 


eee 


So. MK: 18 „ | 
Sung by Mr. Fohnflone, in the Gros a 
Y her own lovely ſelf, that's my choice, and 
delight; 
chat forin I could gaze on from morning to night; : 
By that boſom, ſo prettily veil'd from my fight, —_ 
L ſwear to adore the dear creature?! 
wr. wear to adore, &c · 


By th les on that cheek, I could ever careſs ; 
By the ſtars, which her forehead ſo brilliantly bref; 
By thoſe lips, ron own re would willingly 
11 ATE $A 
4 bwear to adore the dear creature f . 


| 2 1 55 3 1 fevtar,, to 1 xe. 
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8 6 N . 
Sung by Mr. Inc ledon, in the Jane, 


M tell me, Memory!“ no more, 
What woe in baniſhment was mine 
What pain this lab'ring boſom bore, . 
Compell'd its treaſure to reſign ! 


But tell me, Meads „ foams 14, 
The envy'd tranſports I regainz n 

Record them on my grateful mind, „ 
That not a ſorrow way remain! Ds 


— 


EN +4 $24 Corn. b E 2 | 
Tune the pipe, e W 
Gesell ei join their faithful hands 

T his is not a time for labour. 
While young Joy on tip-toe ſtands 1 $1424 4: 40M 


Mr. Puick to Mi Dal. © 55 + 
Juſtice bids me now befit 7 bp Hh bun 20 5 4 


Blind to all your rogui charms; 1 >: 
So L'Il certainly commit you! 2... 2, 7 ae 
7 \ 4 | 1 f 3 3 4 
To an n buſhaggh s arms! 5 
| | Tune the ive, &. 
# 4 . 
35% 


Pony ts E . Mis Dal. 


F earleſs now our vows are plighted, 5 
Hence the clouds of ſorrow fly 1:75 1: ů 
Love, and Conſtancy united, f | 


Thus reſtore a ene 19. 1 8 her, 
bee buen, 44. + 
1 Bs . you beds me dear, 6 2 
wr. Never fear if you are true 
FPBlanch.— Scolding Me, 1 
5 e I ſhall take but queerly, - ae 
Bo tb. . fits will never do! . Rte. 
. 3 ws FL te pipe de. 3 
e 
| Marriage faith's a pretty notion,” 77 171 = 23G 
If you could but change a wife; . 
| But a ſoldier loves promotion— del” wg e 
Not a warm campaign for life! mori 4 oo 20 
27 une the Pte, ac. 


f ws 1 
Mr. Banter. 
*Thou ok my Woodland thus-you- Plunder, 
Of the ſweeteſt plant that grew; 5 


At the loſs I cannot wonder — 
May it better chrive with, 4 


Full Chorure | 


wie the pipe, and ſtrike the bor; | 
Quickly join their faithful hands 3: 

This is not a time for labour, „ 
** young, Joy on IDE lands! 


8 0 N © 
| Bong by Mrs. Goodall, in the Battle of: Ele, 


HE mincing ſtep, the woman's air, 
| The tender ſigh and ſoften'd note, 
er Adeline muſt now forſwear, 
Nor think ppon:the petticoat. 


Since love as led me to the field, 
The ſoldier's phraſe PII learn b rote; 
Pl talk of drums, of ſword and ſhield, 
And quite forget my petticoat.. 


When the loud cannon's roar I hear, 
And trumpet's bray with brazen throat; 
With bluſt'ring then I'll hide my pr 

Leſt I 1 my nnen 


„Bur ab! r has ſlight the terrors paſt; | 
If he, on whom 1 fondly doat z i 

1s to my arms reſtorꝰd at laſt 4 
"Then give me back my perticoar ! 1 


- 


CY 
-, 4 ©: 


" $853 WS 


— 


Sung 35 Mr. Edwin, # in the be fame 


| HAT Pl JE. aa? hens * 5 2 
Beat the drum r 
He'll come Row de dow, Ke. 


NN othing 3865 he at 01 „„ 
Riſks his life, 9 3 
While the fife — © | 

Twittle, twitthe, tweroo 

Row de dow, de dow, „„ 

Twittle, twitele, . FTW 


Havock ſplits his ear 0 ! 
| Groans abound, Res "= 
Trumpets ſound ; Of - >" 

Ran tan, tan ta, rero, . e I 

Twittle, twittle, twero. —ͤ— ſ nn 


* 
1 
* 


Then the ſears he'll bear Sun“ 
r ELIE 
_ Smal ſhot pour; E i eter 40 1 e 
Rat a tat, too, tero, | WG „„ 5 
Pap, pop, M ; 8 


Twittle, twittle, twero M 
What bringe u} ie rear © 7 eee 
In comes cath, e 9 

Stops his breath ; 


Good. by valiant B wh 5 5 2 


Iuuittle, twittle, rat a tat; 1 55 
Pop, 1 OD 3 3. Row, de dow, de. Ke. * 


ye oe yer n 
A e n RY 5 ge” SI 
e 5 a 
2 0 e 2 R 
8 mos 


8 * 1 1 >, 
o 121 


L 18 J 


# 


eee, 


COAHT OC . 
Sung in the ſame. 
(Tune—Buz, quoth the blue: Aly.) 


UV RK o'er the green-ſward ; 
Mum let us be; . 
Lark, and mum's the word 
Fox you and me! | | 
Thro' the brake, thro' the wood, prowl, prowl 
around ; a 


* 


We watch the footitep, with ears to the ground. 


Ears to the ground, 


5 J. N. Caleoty, . B. 
Sung in the ſame. 


HEN Arthur firſt in court Men £ 
Jo wear long hanging ſlecves, 5 
He entertain'd three ſcrving men, 
And all of them were thieves. 


The firſt he was an Fridynen,. 
The ſecond was a Scot, - 
The third he was a Welchman; "A 
And all. were knaves, I wot, 


The enn lov'd uſq uebau — 
The Scot loy*d 12 call'd blue-cap 3 
The Welchman he lov'd toaſted cheeſe, 
And made his mouth like a mouſe · trap. 


# 


Uclwe- 


. 3 
Uſquebaugh burat the Lemans. „ 1 
The Scot was drown'd in ale; = 
The Welchman had- like to ve been choak'd with — 
a mouſe, „ 
But he pulled ber out by the tail.“ 


i DEI al 
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5 8 
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FFF 1 
J 
Sung by Mr. Meſs, in the fame: „ 


TY tight {dlow-ſoldiers; In IrW for your foes I 
Fight away for the cauſe of the jolly red roſes __Þ 
Never flinch while you oo" ſhould you meet with | 
your death, | 

There's no fear chat you' IL run, youll be quite out 

of breath; g 

Then be true to your colours the Hane choſe, 
And the laurel nn with the jolly red roſe. 


- Then be true, kee. 


Et T4 


& - . 


He who follows for bonshp bs ate 200 be fffe, 
May perhaps have the luck to get honour for life "EB 
And he who for money makes fighting his trade, 
Let him n now fa ge Fea Trichy he 11 be handſomely, 13 
(792% een 05 Then be 1 true, Cs 


# : 


2 


The fight fairly done, x my 1155 b of he blade, | 
How we'll talk o'er our cups of 6, anner we've 
IB P 
How we'll talk, if we once kill 4 captain or a: — 
Of a hundred more 1 that no N knew! - a 
Then my tight fellow foldiers: . * your 4 5 
And the laurel.c pens wich Gs fog Bo "ny roſe, ; 


„ * 4 
» 4 7 
* ö c 7 < # « ” 
i Fe : ; * > 7 1 3 
| | | | + TS | | $0 N G. : 
* * 


* 


„ 0 N as 
Sung by Mifs George, in the Enrag 4 Muſician. | 


D 4 nymphs and ſylyan gods, 
That love 1 fields and woods, 

When fj r ps newly born, 
Herſelf loves to adorn, - 

With flowers that blooming buds; I 
In chearful lays, + 

Come ſing in the praiſe, » 

Amidſt the pleaſant vale; 

Of thoſe that chooſe _ 

Their ſleep to loſe, — 

And in cold dews, Ks 

Wich clouted ſhoes, - 


lc Eng pans: ee te Li 


" When Nd bleak winds loud» n 
And flowers ſpring no IO : . 
de fields lately ſeen, .. : 
So pleaſant and green, 
© By winter all canded oer; 
on how the town laſs, looks 4 gal e fee 
And her lips of deadly pale! 
But it is not ſo, — . 4 


C none He pa >0T 


Thro” froſt and ſnow, -- | -- 
With cheeks that glow, 
To Soy _ milking pal, 


The miſo of courtly mould, 
Adorn'd with pearl and gold, 

With waſhes: and paint, Lear ad? 
Her fin: doe Th aamt;. 1 64:5 . 
She's wither'd before ſhe's old: 

Whilſt the in commode, puſs on a cart load, 


a o 
pot 25 | * 


oy f 2 | _ 
And while chai ſwell 2 _ \ | 
W hat joys are found, 
In ruſſet gown, e 
Young, plump and round, TS L ite Lo 
And ſweet, and ſound, 
Ang _ the iy _— 


. 3 . 
9 p - Ta” 


| SONG A CHORUS os VILLAGERS. 
In the Battle of Hexham. 
* $1 F | Firſ Villager. 2 5 2 | N 


RIF TED ſnow no more is r 
Bluſt'ring winter paſſes by; | 
Merry ſpring comes clad in green, 

While woodlarks pour their == 
I hear him bark! ; © | 
"FE men er TR 
Calls us to the new mown hay, 
| Pe to our roundeley. eee 


aw 


3 iy \ Sat 


4 
* 


did 


3 2 | 


When the golden ſun appears, * 1 7 1 


On the mountain's ſurly brow; © J 
When his jolly beams he fears, 
Darting joy, behold them now. 
Then, then,---Oh, hark! 4 
The'merry tak: ©: 7 2557 5! 2-46 
Calls us to the new-mown m hay, | 
Paping to our 1 51 + 567 Ea 


4 


When the ee to field, | 
Tramps i it with his buxom Laſs 33 7 


Feign ſhe would not ſeem to yield, 5 4, ER 
Yet gets her n on the graſs: = 


a4 


_—_ 


E 
Then, then, Oh hark! tk: 
ö mY The merry lark, 1 4. : 
3 2 While they tumble in the hay, 
E Pipes alone his roundelay. 


Fourth V7 lag er. | 


78 What are honours ? What's a court; > | 
1 Calm content is worth them all; : 
—_ Our honour hes in cudgel ſportrt. 
Our brighteſt court a greenſward ball. 
/ But then, — Oh hark ! a 
The merry lark 
Calls us to the new-mown hay, | 
. to our roundelay. ; 


| F 


8 0 N + 7h 
Sung by Mr, Edwin, in he e 


( Tune——Moderation and Alteration.) 


N an old quiet parith, on brown, healthy, old 
moor, 
Stands my maſter's old gate, whoſe old threſhold.3s 
wWore, 
With many an old Geka: who for liquor would roar ; 
* I uncork'd the old Car aan I hag taſted 


before ; 
But! it was in n moderation, Ke. 6 


There 1 had an old quiet pantry, of the e was 
ie bead, 8 
And kept the key of the old e and old plate, a and 
. chipp'd the brown bread : 
If an odd old barrel was miſſing, it was ealily ſaid, 
That the very old beer was one morning found dead. 


But this was in moderation, &c. 5 
But 


Ta 1 23 1 [ 757 

But we had a good old cuſtom when the week 4 
begin | 
To ſhew by my accounts, I had not waſted a pin; 
For my Lord, though he was bountiful, thought 
_ _ ©, waſte wan a in; 
And never would lay out e much, but when my lady 
lay-in. 5 
8 But ſtill 1 it was moderation, de. ; 


| Good lack ! god lack! how once "bat Fortune 3. 

5 did frown! 

T left my old quiet pantry) to rrudge from town to 
town; 

Worn quite, off my legs 1 in ſearch. .of thumps, bobs,. 
and cracks on the crown; _ 

[ was fairly knock'd up, and very near fully knoek'd ; 

| down. 

Alteration Oh! it was a wonderful alteration. 5 


4 SF 0 N 1 2 
| 5 Sung by Mr. lucldon. i 


HEN firſt I ſaw the village maiden, . 1213 26k 
Like Cymon, motionleſs I ſtood; 
*Twas Iphigenia's ſelf appearing, 
So lovely, beautiful, and goed; 5 
Her cheeks out-bluſh'd the rip'ning noſe, : 4 £5 HL 
Her ſmiles would baniſh mortals* woes, 
So ſweet the village maiden, "IE 


Clariſſa's eyes all eyes attracting,” 924 
ler breath Arabian ſpices, feign,. 
For her, like ore, would ay'rice wander, 
Adventure all the prize to gain: 
I told my love with many fears, Ng | 
Which ſhe return'd with ſpeaking. tears, „„ 
Then igh'd the village , nnn 


92 a 
1233 b i 
2 4 ; S 
* 1 „ ͤ m5 1 - % 


Fran? : 


She figh*d becauſe ſhe had no riches, 
To make Her lady-like and gay; 
Tho- virtue was her only portion, 
I dar'd to name the wedding day. 
he care of wealth let knaves n, 
| = I hall be rich and envied ſure, 
= To gain the village maiden, 


is 8 0 N G. 

= * by Mrs. Barb, at V auxhall,. 

ba : | ETURN ING from the fair one ot $2 
#3 Acroſs yon. verdant plain, GOT. 
it oung Harry faid he'd ſee me home, 

127 A tight, a comely ſwain;. , 

b* He begg'd I would a fairing take, 

FE And wou'd not be refus'd; 0 

| Then aſk'd a kiſs, I bluſh'd and 7 d 

* I'd rather be excus'd. 

tie | You” re coy, ſaid be, my pretty maid, 

45 1 mean no harm, I ſwear; 

in Long time I have in ſecret figh'd,” f 

4% : For you, my charming fair; 

1 But if my tenderneſs offend, 

1 And if my love's refus d, 

1 I'll leave you—what N a1 1 

1 E rather be excus d. 7 


He preſsꝰd my had: and « on we ie wall d. 
8 He warmly urg' d his ſu itt... 
But ſtill to all he ſaid T was. ;. 1 8 
- Moſt obſtinately mute. FOOL OH of: 
At length, got home, he angry ery's, 


* My fondneſs is abus d; N 

Then die a maid—1ndeed 22 1 1 22; n 
% | Td — excus'd. e 4. 114 O36 
: ; . : _ . 5 8 


Tatroduced iu the 1 of the ferent «ics 


at Lord Sandæuichs Theatre. 1116 
Written by 4 gentleman! of C ro abs, ff f \ ws 


_ Blooming” flower my Chloe choſe, 
7 Her lovely breads? to deck, 
Leſs fragrant than her breath the roſe, 


Leis beauteous' than her check. 1 . / 


# 2 
1 
ef WY 


A bee, attracted * the flower, 4:5 ao [Trot 


The honey flew'ro fip ; 5 ee 
He left the charmer of an hour, | 


And perch'd on Chloe's lip. eK 5405 


Too ſoon my fair one felt the ert 
She ſtruck the f ſpoiler down; + 
1 TIP 


While gentle pity rul'd her heart, g 
Rage taub kehr brow te AQ 
„ Have mercy, lovely ' maid, y gas 455 


„ The ES thie forgive! * me 


If all who thee adore muſt 5 
1 O think how few would lire? 3 


- PET] + . rettet 


b 8 Wen e 


A by. 22 Lam, at 7 zuckell. 
3 tuneful layrocks chebr the g W 


* 
« 
3 - 


* 
2 4 


- 


And ſweetly ſmells the fimmer greens 5 


Now o'er the, 1 love to rove, * 


My 2 Jem of Aberdeen. | My ire 0 : 4 
| * > 


4 


7808 
Yo : 


I 
- 
£4 


Ih 


Games % 
4 


14 


Whens 


C 26 7 


5 * Whene' er we fit beneath the broom, 
Dor wander oer the ies; 
He's always wooing, wooing, wooing, 
Always wooing me. 


Li He's freſh and Fair, as flow'rs in May, 
| be blitheſt lad o' the green; 
How ſweet the time will paſs away, 


. bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 
2 een, we fit, Yes. 


Wi joy 1 leave my father? s cot, 
Wi ilka ſport of glen or green; 
Well pleas'd to ſhare the humble lot, 
oo bonny Nuns of Aberdeen 
6p | | Whens!er we ft, cc. 


Sung „ Mrs. . at V. auxball | 


B i the burn the other day, 
I tun'd my fimple ſang; 
Young e =? tripping, came that ways. 
And his pipe alang: 
Upon t 1 bank he took his ſeat, 5 
And fain a kiſs would ſteal; 
I rofe, and quickly did retreat, | 


Dear Peggy, then the loon he d, 
Do + xi ſuit diſdain ; | ws 
Or treat w ſcornful airs and pride, 
An honeſt hearty ſwain: 1 
I've ewes and lambs that graze the a 


To truth I can appeal ; 


They ſhall be i oo me — laſs, indeed, + 1953 
< hag will N £5 s fv 


Let ken he loo's me weel. F $858 + ht 


ets 


e tt . 

| The ſhepherd look'd and talk'd fo ſweet, 

Gude faith he won my heart. 

For pit - a- pat, I felt it beat; bs =Y 
To frown I had no heart. „„ 

Meſs John the 7 7 knot has 9˙. | 

Content is mine I % „ 
There canna be a bappier Pride nes 


Becauſe he loo's me weel, 1 
eee. 
8 0 N 8. 8 es Sg 
Sung by Miſs Leary, at Vauzball. e 
O ſooner enter'd in c 


A gay unthinking J GE EE 
2 r former rural * 4 5 | 
riz'd my looking-glaſs; | 
> There Ri my — N „ 
And lifted high my pride, | 
I 19 no doubt, my form was made F to F{0 : 
To be ſome 'Twre's Nee. tao Sod VE. 
Sometimes a ſelf. opinion- 8 right, 3 
And goes no little way; + bla 
The *ſquire view'd me with delight, . „„ 
And crown'd me Queen of May : 2H 70 Se. 


I ſmil'd, 1 bluſh'd, I hung my bed, „ % 
When firſt he jan'd.my e wh Dau 
Yet to myſelf 1 ſoftly V 8 „ 
| Pll be the *ſquire's bride. 4 uo i: 1 614 
Vas thence he woo'd me ſoon la nt.” - 
At church, and market too; 3 
But when de begg'd I'd be his mate, EK 
What could a virgin do? . EY | 
Tas folly fure, to ſay him . „„ 
He wou'd not be deny'd;. 3. F 7 
Then fix'd the wedding day, aire now: 1-2-0 
Ang, Pm a the FO 8 bride. , 1 
C2 N s ; 


"xt 28 1 
SECS SESCSTLIF SHES tSEd $444 9644226405 
; ALI 2 = „ 
. Sang by 2 ifs George. 5 


E ſun ſnone pale on mountain now, fps 
While morn unbarr'd her gatemm 
Wak'd by his beams, Maria roſe, 

To mourn her hapleſs fate; 
In piteous ſounds of deepeſt woe, 
Which echo'd thro? he vale, 
Soft as the riſing bluſh of morn, 

Or Zephyr 8 fragrant gale. EE Hl 


- 


All night her ſhroud before her pat, f 
The owl cry'd, and raven too; ; 

At. eve Maria breath'd her laſt, 
And prov'd theſe. omens true. 

Her ſpirits now in heaven repod's; - We 
Which here ſad vigils kept; > 

Whoſe wounds on earth were never clos d, 
Whoſe ſorrow never rk. | 


| Yet ere, I bid my laſt adieu, 
While in thy clay- cold Ny + 
Accept the tear of friendſhip era, 
_ _ Which o'er thy grave I ſhed: 
i While life remains, thy hapleſs Wot; 
In mem'ry cer ſhall live; 3 
Mayſt thou in heav'n thoſe bleffings prove 1 
Which 2 pe never $1 ve. 1 


@ 


VVT 
Sang 3 Mrs. Jordan, in the Vn rgin Una 4 


| S I was a walking one morning in May, 
A, 1 heard a young n to bgh and to an, 


"Is My 


[= 1 4 | 
Ny true love has left me, ?twas but yeſterday, 1 18 bf 
He took his leave of me, and fo went a, 8 
Tue very next time that I did him ſe, 
Hg vow'd to be conſtant, be conſtant to me; = 
 T aſked his name, he made this reply, REES. 2 
| Tis 15 1, M, O, Tun, Y. 1 Kat br 33} VVUVV!ũUN n 


My Pe poſſeſs'd of five aa A year, 

And I am his daughter and only heir, 

Not a farthing of fortune he Il give me I az 

It I marry with Y, O, U, my dear, 5 
Says he, if you'll wed me, ay. tell me your mind} - 

A huſband I'll make. you both tender and kind 

And now to the church, 74 dear, let's repair S 
Ne'er mind your F, A, T, „E, Be r 


They went to the church, and were ap, 0 fay, 
And went to the father the very. ſame ys 55 "7 "0 FA. 

| Saying, honour'd father, we tell unto anni 

Tnat we are M, A, R, R, I, E, B:. 11 1 Ez 
With that the old codger began for to thre} 2 15 E 
You've married my daughter, and only * Je 

But fince it is fo, to it I comply 


Wim T. I, My O, E. H e 1 = 


* 5 
— 


Sung by Mrs. Kemble in the Benevolent Planters. „ 
| ba vain to me the hours of care, 4 e 
When every daily toil is o'er; - _ ined 8 
In my ſad heart no hopes | find, Pe rn 
For Oran is, alas! no more. 2 e,, 


N or ſunny Africa could pleaſe, „ „ 
Nor friends upon my native ſhore; . 

Io me the dreary world's a cave. 

For Oran | is, alas! no more. 0 | 


. . In 


bY Pug 


r 4 
9 1 


0 Ee then 3 of death, 
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1 30 J 


In bow'rs of bliſs, beyond the moon, 
The white man ſays, his ſorrow's o er; 

And comſorts me with ſoothing hope, 

Tho“ Oran is, alas! no more. 5 8 


” 


Convey me to the ſtarry ſhore 3 | | 
Where 1 may meet with my true love, W Ins 5 
28 never e with Oran more. 


* 


. een r 


eee e 
8 by Mrs, Martyr, at Ve auxball, 


I gay fixteen, my lovers came, 2 
With flattering tongues, and hearts 1 in fame, 

As thick as ſhowers in June; | 

But of a little beauty vain, 


p 


I laugh'd, and told each dying Saks... 1 


„ twas much too ſoon. 


Year after year, in ſcorn went by, 


| Rejecting ev'ry am'rous figh, 


1 kept the ſame old tune; 


Go, ſhepherd, with diſdain, I cry'd, 
_ *Tis time enough to be a bride, 


Indeed, *trs much too — 7 


At ne time to wed, 


My lovers nearly all were fled, 


I alter'd then my tune ; 


Shepherd, ſaid I, I've chang'd my mind, 
I've thought the matter o*er, and find, 


1 cannot wed too ſoon, 


* 


SONG. 


s O N G. e A 
ks by Miſs Pools, at Vauxhall, To 
The Words by Lady W. Montague. 


HILE Strephon thus you teaze wy. 
To ſay what won my heart ; 
It cannot, ſure, be treaſon, Ee > 
If I che truth impart | 


It was your generous nature, 
Bold, ſofr, fincere, and ga 
It ſhone in every feature 
And ſtole ba heart away. fret 


Twas not your mile, tho? charming, TY 7 

*T was not your eyes, tho? bright ; ES . 

Twas not your bloom, tho' warming, 
Nor beauty's dazzling light. 


No=—it was your generous nature, &. 


»Twas not your dreſs, tho? ſhining, | 
Nor ſhape that won. amy Rearts 4.45 veg 

"Twas not your tongue combining, 
For that might pleaſe by art. 


No it was your generous nature, &e. 
= | 


eerst Ie ee 


0 . . 
Sung by Mr. Incledon, at Pauxball. | 
HE fable clad curtain's undrawn, 2 
The lark carols ſweetly on hig 
: Quickly opens the eye of the morn, © © 
See the ſun- beams are 8 the Ey: 45 
g 1 4 + 


N 


> "bu 32 1 
The huntſman he throws off the. 1 


The horn winds a tedious delay; 
And the heart of each ſportſman elated FH 
In expecting the ſummons for hark, hark, away. 


Hark! a burſt gives the fignal for cs” 
Thro? woodlands we daſhing purſue ; 
Whole the fox, fleet as wind, mends his pace, 
Till the huntſman proclaims him in vie,: 
Now his ſtrength and his cunning a mort, i 
See the dogs ſeize in triumph their Kell 
While 3 death of the game, gives re life to the 
ES? 
The 2 re-echoe wich hark, bark, ex. 
N ow for Liberty-hall we repair,” 
To repleniſh the joys of the field: 
Where good-humour combines with the ng 
And the wife ſmiles obedience to yield: 
While the bottle and bow! borh unite, 
To vie with the ſports of the day; 
Let bumpers go round, to the ſportfman- 8 delight, 
And 15 * in the chorus of hark, bark, 1747 85 


oF" 


"= 7 


1 f 3 

+5 4 4 * - I 2 z 
| £5 4 * 
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8 © 13 1 FO 
, ff "i. 5 5 — o 0 * 
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9 

. * 


bun 9 Mr. 2 OY af og Thearr Royal, in the 
* 4 
 »-  Hay-market, © » 


W Tune Stony Batter.) 
1E Y 7M buckiſh Words, for Fhraſes we ve a 


paſſion, 
immenſely great and little once, were all the faſhion ; : 


Hum'd, and then humbugg'd, twaddy, id'o' poz 
All have had their! 2975 15 now —— of gh to ys 


"I ; 
> * f ; 
* „2 Walk | 
- £ * * 
* * 


| "twat 


| Walk about the ſtreet, each time you turg your head, | | 


ifs 
Pop, faring 3 in your phiz, is Q, U, o, and Z, fir; ; 
Cries madam dip to deary, tis monſtrous ſcandalous, ; 
To write on Proms s ſhutters, that n 8 


nts | 


Once it was the barber, for every ching that's right, 
The ſhaver knock?d;the barber quickly out of fight; 


Now we*ve got a new word, how invented ? twas, 
If you aſk, I'll tell my anſwer, fir » 18 8 755 


The hobby horſe of late we rode about with Speed 


For drinking, wenching, gaming, was the wortindedd; 


Then maccaroni, Doves, and rage, never. ſure the like 


Was, 6 
Vet all chat ſort of ming, gave ry; to little qu0%. 


N ipfy, dizzy, muzzy, ſucky, greg Asad 
Boſky. blind as Chloe, mops and brooms and faddled ; ; 


Florrid, torrid, horrid, ſtayboz, heyboz, layboz, 
Words with terminations, not ſo $996. as. e, +1 
But when quozzy came, tippy, bore, Wii: evade: — 
Bucks of bluſt'ring fame cou*d'not keep their Wanne 23 
One attempts to rally- bully quiz it was, 

Bur by nightly ſally, deals him little quoz. 1 197 


There's a jack to roaſt your mear, a Beke to hold your. 


liquor, 
Jack upon the green, to amuſe the vicar; 
Jacks of various ſorts — Jack's a quiz, becauſe 
Jack gives why” to gill, and ſo does qui to quoz. 


Some may think it F rench, ſome may call it Latin, 
Some give in this meaning, others will give that in * 
Mean it what it will, or ſenſe or non compos, 

The meaning, I ſhould think, the e muſt be 


quoz. 7 2 
: E iy „ Suppoſe 


* 


* 


*# 34 Fo: 
Su Spots we ſay tis drinking 2 means 5 dimmer; 
_ - Suppoſe a methodiſt, ſu 2 e a wicked finner ; 
Jo tinich my ſuppoſe, ppoſe I make a pauſe, . 
Pye hit it now. tis thank 28 825 ſo good Fo 
— e ; 


— 


s 0 N 6G. 


Z Sung by 122 ifs Romanzini, at the Theatre Royal, "Di : 
_ * Lane, in the Maud gf St. Marguerite, _ 


HERE ſtood poor Jonas at the window, 
| All in tears — crying ſighing— Oh, | 
: Says I, s I, who's that below? . 
hat do you want, good fiſherman ? | 
Dear Mrs. Nannette, indeed it is no fin, 
Open the window, love, and let poor Jonas in. 
No, maſter Jonas—no—— 
No, maſter Farnen, | 
No fiſherman. 
Well, quoth Jonas, then I vow, Ro 
| Marching off in a huff, with a pouting Oh, 
Then *ris time to make my bow 
; The ſooner the better, good Lerman, 
Yet, Mrs. Nannette, one word ere you leave me; 
Won't you ſtop— well, to-· morrow, I hope, you'll re- 
ceive me! 
No, maſter Jonas no 
No, maſter . | 


No ati 


8 0 N G. 
* by Signora Storace, in the Haunted Tower. 


er my love, ah! whither art thou 


one! 


Let not thy abſence cloud this happy dawn. 


. Cr 


caval chy heart, can falſehood eꝰ er be known? 
Ah! no, no; I judge it by my own, _ 

The heart he gave with ſo much mag 

Which treaſur'd in my breaſt I-wear, _ 

Still for its maſter beats alone, pe ES 


I'm ſure the ſelfiſh thing's his own. 


s O N G. 


* M. Kell ly (in the man in the iron | maſk) 


ROM dreary FW, I ik to woe, 
F And all around, 
Where'er I turn my anguiſh'd ear, 
wWhereꝰer mine anguiſh'd eye-balls roll, 
In all their varied ſhapes of fear, 
The viſion'd horrors haunt my ſoul. 


But ah, ork outs acroſs the gloom, 
"= lovely ray pg tron 95 
Of light angelic ſcem?d to play; 314 4 a 

"Twas Carline's form that bleſs'd my Saks,” 

And bade a cheering beam of hope. 

A cheering beam of hope my darting breaſt ume. 


Oh, wretched; wretched doom! ; ta 
Is this my regal chair? „ 
This L all the wide domain, 
O'er which I hop'd one day to reign? a4 
| Yet hope, ſweet hope, the wretch's mend, © 
Delights to Cheer the prifon gloom, 
And _ e'en n here, forbids ie, rote 


. 
» 
a* . 
[ ] 
4 * 
a ” * 
2 0 


8s ON G. 
Sug by Mrs. Kelly. 


\ROM hope” s fond dam tho? reaſon wake, - 
In vain ſhe points with warnin 8 hand; 
I dread advice I cannot take, 
Love's powerful ſpells my fleps command. 
The bird thus faſcination binds, - 
When darting from the ſerpent's eyes, 
The fatal charm too late he finds, 
He ſtruggles, and admiring Gies. 


— 


4” F 
- Sung by M 90 Romanzinie 


TATURE, to women Mill fo kind, 
Among her beſt boons beſtowing ; - 


PVT TR I — —„ 
he Gs. - < D. * 
20 


nr e 
r 
AR a _ > 


—— 


What every female ſure muſt find, 255 
A wondrous defire to be knowing. „% Fi: ot” 
Man, the proud and envious ef, © 
So jealous of our diſcerning; | 2 
Deſcries in us, what he prides in himſelf, 
The wiſh, for whatever's worth learning. 


A CATCH. . 
85 Mr. Wi dane, Mr. Suett, nd Mr. Dine. | 


'S now we re EC County edi 
Ally: .. 
| A fig for ſack or ſherry ; „„ 
| Our ale well drink © a 
And our cans we'll clink, + 
And we'll be wondrous merry, 


= 


„ 1 one 
Merry, my hearts---menry, my beg, |. 
7 fing with a hey down derry, © © aan, > 
The baron himſelf knows no ſuch j . 
We are ſo wondrous merry. 


8 0 N 6. „E 
ik by Mr. Sedgwick. | i ob : 


v native land I bade adieu, „ 
| And calmly friendſhip's joys refignt: 3 
But ah! how keen my forrows grew, __ 3 
When my love I left behind. e = „ 
Vet ſhould her truth feel no decay, 1 $4 08 
Should abſence prove my charmer kind, 
Then ſhall 1 not lament the Cay 


When my love 1 121 | behind} - 1 
8 0 N G. Hy 5 2 
Sung by Signora Storace.. EE ts 


E mine, tender paſſion, foother of care, 

Life's choiceſt bleſſing, ſhield from Rette 8 
Do not deceive me, ah never leave me, WT 
Still may my boſom thy power declare. , 
In vain thy influence fools may revile, 
Conſtaney ever gains thy ſmile. 1 5 
And of their deſtiny can thoſe complain 5s © 
Whoſe falſehood dares thy laws profane 1 . 
Reſolv'd I brave all danger, to every fear a franger; e 
Thy ſweet rewards, oh loye, to gain. 
Then let me combat not in vain; e 
But in my triumph ſhare Ef t * 
Thy ſmiles, tor whack. I —— dare. a2 WA. 


'T 33 1 
eee ee 


8 0 N 6. L 
Sung ty Signora Storace.” 


OV E from the heart, all its danger concealing, 4 


Reaſon they ſay, the fond ſpell can remove; 


But bliſs kindly ſtealing, 
Still the deluſion ſo ſweet may I prove. 


For ſhould you betray me, your falſchood perceiving, | 


Too well do I love you, the peril to ſhun : 
So if you muſt cheat me, ſtill further deceiving ; 
On! — ws hope, to the laſt leads me on. 


FFF . 


9 


8 N G. 
Sung by . ifs R omanzini. 


ROM high birth a all its fetters, 
My kind ſtars my lot remove; 

. I ſhall envy not my betters, 

Give me but the youth I love. 


Dong $ the riches of the poor, 

A prize that wealth can ne*er procure ; "Ts 

My rich miſtreſs fain would be a 

' Juſt as poor as Cicely. V 
From Nan birth, . 5 


8 3 0 N G. TIE 1 
| W. DE thro- the azure blue and | brighe, 1 


Serenely floats the Lamp of * 
The waves forgetting how to roar, | 
be 805 eitron * wave down no more; 


. 4 2 1 


8 


. ee rt Wo Mo Eo OY 6g; Wh, 2 AF N D N 5 R N 855 e 
%%% ) p 
3 n N . X ; 
Pn n 4 r n * 5 0 — 


„ 1 
Each breeze ſuſpended, ſeems to ar. 


Now Leung, for thy Raundigg. 5 


My Dz114's lips are dlos'd i in reſt, . 


Ah! . 1 


Go, dreams, one gentle word impart, 
In whiſpers place me near her heart; 
While at her window I will lay, 

And ſoothe her with my Roundelay. 


But ſee! a paler, ſofter ſhade ! ! 

The glimmering Stars retiring fade ; 

Sleep on, lov'd Fair, nor ever feel | 
The cares which forms like thine reveal: 
Adieu! The Morn is on his way, 

And filences 25 N 


- 


3 N G. 
Ching Chit Dua. 


fk in the Pantomine of the Mandarine, at Seder 


Wells. 
The Words by. Mr. Lonſdale, | 
"I 22 Chineſe Girl. 


Noe chew nangs po ning ning kang, 1 


hay ning. 


2d Girl. Chew nang, po ning, ning kang hay, > 
Ching, chick a ching, chick a — ching 


chit quaw, ching. 


Chick a ching, a chick a Chiag, Aa ching 


chit quaw; 


con. You ſing ſo well, I ſhould like to play 
With your chick a ching, chick a AD: 


ching chit quaw. 


With your chick a ching, a chick a « ching, - 


a FRE: chit Os 


/ -< Poa 
; * 


[4] 


3 Girl. Shu ſhank king, quang ho, ho ſhung tong, 
3 Shu ſhang king, quang ho, ho ſhung tong. 
uf Girl. Ching, "chick a ching, a chick, a chick» 
ching chit quad; 
Ching, chick a ching, a chick a ching, a 
ching chit quaw. 73 


— 


Clown, I'll kiſs them both before tis long, 
| With their chick a ching, chick a ching, 
„ching chit quaw. 


If Girl. | Ming ha hang, tew ming, ming rang ki 
Ming chew hang, tew ming, ming tang ki. 
24 Girl. Ching, chick a ching, chick a , . 


ching chit qua w; 
Chink, chick a ching, a chick 4* ching, a 


ching chit quaw. | 
Oh! if that's the caſe—T am of- good bye 
To your chick a ching, chick a dre 
n chit den. | 


Clown. 


2d Girl Whang fong, ſham « hung, quang whang, 
ping fu, | 

Whang fong, 8 mung, quang whang, | 

| ping fu. : a 7 i | 

u Girl. Ching, chick 2 ching, chick aching, ching : 


| chit quaw, _ 
Ching, chick a ching, a Fuer, a « ching, = 
Ching chit quaw, 


Claws. . T The devil wou'dn't have ſuch wives as you, | 
With your chink a ching, chink a ching, 


con £ chit 1 


VF 


„ t 
eee eee | 


* 4% 


TE. > I F257 if © 


— 


"Ax — 
. ee e ee, 
6 24 FE. LEES 3 . - 
. 212 


* 
* 


. Ha: 4 Ar. Banniſter, Jun. I IT 5 
11 the Charatter of Jonas, in the {and of Se. mere, 


H K oh Fro no hopes for ca 4 
- Alas! thou ſigh'ſt in vain, poor N 9 4 

Nannette's hard heart doth Jonas hate; - 
Ah, thank thyſelf for. thy TT 
Ah, curſe on thy logger pat‚e 
Was ever ſuch à wretched: R 
Thou need'ſt the patience of an angler! 3 

With rod and line, to wait, and Wait, r 
Aby Nannette never ill be thy. mate, . 
1 3 s too cunning, to — at oy baits 8 „ 


„ f — 2 * K ho 8 2 f 
- — a 2 -£ 5 1 2 * i 
ah 7 SER PR * 1 N * F'S 7 Yo! A. * 


I've learn'd va ſpear or tickle a trout, 335 


But, alas! in love; Fm but N | Ms 
An oyſter croſs'd in loxe may be, „ 
Ah, tis all in 8 | 
Ab, Nannette is not for mes. . 2 3 
Cou'd I batch catch her in "my net, 
I'd teach the haughtx Miſs Nannette,,  ... 
No more to call me, thou booby,. * © * : 
Ah, Jonas, Jonas, ſhe laughs at  thes, | 5 
Caule Jonas can t ſay his A A. B. C. 22 6 : 


SESE SES FEAT TE FREE IRE OR 
8 0 ee 20.16 . 


Rs ; * The Thar, 724 155 * 3 | Fes 7 1 
Mon eli pt my boſom won'd l, 1 
And wander, oh, wander afar; 1 5 » hg 2 
Reſſection bedews C Mr of 44 * 
* 2 8 * a 4 } 


1 is JOS r wachy ES t ps 


SG 1 


Oh ye winds, to my Henry bear i 
- "One drop, let it fall on his breaſt, © 

The tear as a pearl he will wear, 
03.4 - And I in remembrance be bleſt. 


* vain ſmiles the glitt'rin g 3 

In vain blooms the roſeate flow'r; 
The ſun-ſhine in April's not ſeen, Ma 

I have only to do with the ſhow'r. " 


Oh, . —_ I | 


Ye winds that Sails borne him away, 
Reſtore the dear youth to my arms; 

Reſtore me to ſun-ſhine and day, © 

Is 1 till my Henry returns: 


; "44 Oh. ve winds,” eps dc. 


4 


— — * 


„ ”  ” 
The Summum Bom. 


Sarg by Mr. Tncledon, at Ve auxhall... 4 


IVE me wine, roſy wine, that foe to dept, 
2 Whoſe magical power can baniſh all care; : 
Ot friendſhip the parent, compoſer of ſtrife, 

The ſoother of ſorrow, and blefling of life. 58 
The ſchools. about happineſs warmly diſpute, | 5 
And weary the ſenſe * the phantom purſuit : _ 
In ſpite = $a maxims, I dare to define 

The grand Summum nen $A LO of wine, 


To the coward a a it ne'er fails to impart, . 
And opens the lock of the miſerly heart, : 
While thus we carouſe it, the wheels of the foul, 45 
7 80 life's rugged highway nn roll, ws 


1 


Each thinks of his charmer, who never can cloy,. 0 

And fancy rides poſi to the regions of joy. 

In ſpite of dull maxims, I dare to define 4 
The grand Summum Bonum s bumper of wine. : 


Tis the balſam ſpecific that heals ev'ry ſore, 

The oft'ner we taſte it, we love it the more; 1 . 
Then he who true happineſs ſeeks ta attai n,, 
With ſpirit the full flowing bumper muſt drain: 
And he who the Court of fair Venus would know, 
Undaunted, thro* Bacchus's vineyard muſt go. 
In ſpite of dull maxims I dare to define 
T he grand Summum Bonum' s a bumper of wine. 


lee „ „„.. 4e FALL AS ET, ATI T7, GRO ATITAT ATA" 
/ : 
LN 8 0 N — 


Sung & Mr. Incledon, at gs 


TO more from fair to fair I'll rove, 
A convert now to love I prove, 
And boaſt my conſtan ex : 3 
| 1 penſive figh beneath the ſhade, - '- © 
While thus reſounds the echoing gladey 34 It 
Adieu ma liberté. : AD. ©: 


No more with pipe or jocund fong 
I now attract the lifning throng, 
Wich merry wanton glee ; "Ha Re 
Alone I figh tor Chloe's charms, | 
And muſing cry with folded arms, | " 
Adieu ma liberté. „„ „ 1 5 


Yet wou'd he ſmiling fair approve, Fi 
My fond defires, my conſtant MY i. 
How happy ſhould I be, 2 
With jocund ſong each grove ſhould ring, 
_ \Vith joyful heart wou'd LL on, ling 3 
2 Adieu ma oe vr Ea” ; 


141 


5 * 
* % *% 


8 N G, 
2 by Mt; fs F. ante in the Highland Rel. 


HO? I am now a very little lad, 
If fighting men cannot be had, 
For want 87 better I may do.. 
* To follow the boys with a rat · tat too; $5 

I may ſeem tender, yet I'm tough, 

Ad tho? not too much of me, I'm right good auf, 

Of this Il boaſt, ſay more Who can, 

1 f. was afraid to ſee my man. 
I'm a chckabiddy, ſee, 
Take me now, now, now, _ _ 

| 8 5 merry little he : 

For your row-sdow. dow ? (;. - 

Bron Beſs I'll knock about, oh! there? s my joy, 

With my Kknapſack : at my back, MEE a roving vo . 

1 5721 | | 

In my Tartan plaid, + a young oldier. Fe rg p > 

My fillebag and dirk, and bonnet blu, 

Give the word, and 1 march where you neh 

Noble ſerjeant, with a ſhilling-then ſtrike my hand. 

My Captain, when he takes his glaſs, , - __ 

| May like to toy with a pretty laſs, 
For ſuck a one I have a rog uiſh eye, 
He'll ne'er want a girl when Lam . | 


I'm a chickabiddy, fee, &c. 


c + - 


Tho? a 3 never yet has mow'd: my TY 
With my great broad-ſword 1 long to begin, 

Cut, flaſh, ram-dam, oh! glorious fun, 4 
For a gun, pip- pop, change my little pop- gun. þ 
The foes ſhall fly, like geeſe i in flocks, | 
E'en Turks I'd drive, like n: + 
Wherever quarter'd I ſhall be, 

Oh! zZounds how Pl kiſs my landlady. 


IS I'm a * les; &c. 


The Golden ; Dov: bs Good 2 Be. 
Written and Sung by Mr. Collins, at the Royalty 


l TA t ot bins oe 1 cd V 
50 my maſs give attentions and deem it not a 
_ - -- myſtery, | or F2 22) 41 4 12 rt 2 1 


175 we jumble together, muſic, poetry — hiftory, 
The times to diſplay in the reign of Queen Beſs, ſir, 


Whoſe name and whoſe memory poſterity may bleſs, 


„ 
Oh the golden days of good Queen Beſs! _ 
Merry be the Memory of good Queen Beſs, 8 
Then we laugh'd' at. the! bugbears of Dons' and 
Armadas, 
With their gunpowder puffs and their bluten 
bravadoes ; - 
For we knew how to manage both the muſket and 
the bow, ſir, 
And could bring down a Spaniard juſt as eaſy as a 
erow, fir, 


. Oh the golden days, Ne. y 


Then our ſtreets were unpav'd, and our houſes were 
thatch'd, fir, _ 
_ Our + windows were lattie'd, our doors only lateh'd; 
„ 
Vet hy few were the folks that would blonder or rob, 
ir, 2 $6051 15 
That the bang un was ſtarving * want of a 1 firs Z 


Oh the golden days, ” &. . 


f 


Then our with large ruft ty'd round about the | 
neck faſt, 1 
Wou'd gobble uy a pound of beef ſteaks kin their | 
n 5 
5 Wye PE. 


£463 


| While a cloſe quill'd-up coif their noddles juſt did ft, 


fir, 
And they eruſs'd up" as 1 as a rabbit for the ſpit, 


fir, 
- 0 the zolden days, &c. 


7 


Then jerkins and doublets, and yellow worited hoſe 


fir, 


With a huge pair of whiſkers, was the dreſs of our 


beaux, fir; . | 
Strong beer they prefer'd too to claret or to bock, fir, 
And no Oy they priz'd like the wing of an ox, fir. 


Oh the 13% days, &c. 


Good neighbourhood then was as Py too as beef 
fir, 


And the poor from the rich never wanted relief, fir, 


While merry went the mili-clack, the ſhuttle and the 


plough, fir, 


| And honeſt men could live by the ſweat of their brow, 


2 | : 
35.::. Oh the golden days, Ke. L 


* 


Then the folks ev ry Sunday went twice, at leaſt, te 


church, fir, | 
And _ left the parſon nor his ſermon 1 in the lurch, 


For cher. that the Sabbath was for people to be 
And * ile Sabbath-breaking, if they din'd 


* 24 


* a pudding. 
WE: Oh the golden days, &c. 


7 13 our great men were good, and our good n men 

were great, fir. — 75 

And the * of the nation were the pillar of the 
or 


7 


c 47 . 
For the * and the ſubject one dee I 


ported, 
And our 3 Alliance by all powers then was 


courted. 
ENTS on the golden days, Ke 


Thus renown'd as they lid al che days of their lire _ 

„ | | be 

Bright examples of glory to thoſe who eres art ; 

May we, their deſcendants, purſue the ſame ways, fir, 

That King George, like . er may have his 
- golden days, fir, 


And may. a longer reign of gl 25 ory ad rden | 
Make his name eclipſe the fame no 2 Ie Beſs. | 


38 21 13 £3 


EY 


© erp ee, WM G ee ede 
| Sung by Mr. Edwin, 22 the Highland Red | 


7 HEN Pre money I am merry, e 
| When I've none I'm m very e . 
When I'm ſober I am civil, 9 — 
When Im drunk I'm roaring wad. er EE: 
With my fal. lal tidle um,, 15 K 3 
Likewiſe toodle teedle Tur, a = 
Not forgetting'tither ii LESS EY 
And alſo eo 2 i 


* 


3 


When ie with a puppy, 

I convince him with a CC 

And when romping with a girl, . i 
By accident I- tecar a e eee 


uta my: fal tat, be. | 
| Gadzooks? | 


En 


= 
NO IP ds 
e "YL 


i. 7 ; 
ds 270 
3 +4 
5 Gadzooks! I will never mar | 3 
= I'm a lad that's bold , 7a „ h 263. "10 
; Yer I love a pretty girl, | 3 ET . 
* * 2 fond ee ee nk. 


With my fal 15 kee. 


: , C ES 2 
„ wa 


. There's 8 a 1 in a 4 75 : | 
Kound and ſound, and phiinp: and fat, eier 
She and 1 drink tea together, 1 gy” 


toe 


nme, mne fir, - $orithats:; "io lth hed fte 

246.26 44-4 1 Wun my Tal 30%, Lee. |: 

- Tf ithis Een $4 * ded e 
As I do ſuppoſe ſhe be, ora 4535 ud Tha 

* good pappy I muſt learn, Fo! Sits: 10 515 

To 2 A on his — 1 

l ee Wirk wy fal lel, Ge. 


erer ccc 
ITE d | 


foug ? Miſs ane is the Doedlor and luden. 


E hours that part my love and 1 me, 3 bes 5 
iT And flow with envy creep,” b * 
= The dawn of bliſs obſcur'd by clouds 3 17555 

| Of doubt, in vain ye keep. eie 
Still I thro' ſorrow's tedious night. 


Hope's friendly ſtar diſcern ; 
On that I fix my anxious eye, 


9 


3 Until my love return, . 17 8 
4 h oe VIPTOTYT £62167 20 ns ib! © H 
„ 
By Jealouſy's pernicious power | AY 
| Unrainted are my 2 tytk 3 5 
a Confiding i in my Juan's truth, : 


My fondeſt wiſhes riſe, | © 
1535 446 Sn, 1 thro? one's tedious night, &c, 
8 L 5 | | 5 SONG. _ 


" 


: Fe by Mrs. Martyr, i in 1 new comic 70. of the 
A 


Se hey 411. A 


S Wag Lluking flow's l en wie ab 


Breathe ſoft incenſe on the air, „ bsd10* 

Yet thy balmy dews diſlil, 1 - 
And beth gad'er' pride and ar 2 
Yet a little charm the ſenſe, - Sg 47 
Yet a moment fix the eye, 41 459 baſh 


Then, for thy ſhort pre- eminence. 
Be raviſh'd from Eels ae and die ü 


1 
Sung „ Mrs. Billingions in hs new e u. 


M 8 


EAR 1 native ſcenes, fair Seville's towers, . 


That rear your antique ſpires ſo bs. 
| Your awful groves and fragrant 


Fond memory traces with reverted eyes; 
| And hope, of all that train remaining pee 3 * 


= .Which once gay youth and pleaſure led, 
At every pauſe of my 5 Bn 
- Points to your vales N ene ſhade; — 


# . 


v4 


1 DB 


og & Mr. Bannifter in the new comic were of the 
. | P rophet, © o ; 


HE god who form- d our wretched race, 
In pity clos'd the book of fate, + 
Forbad with impious ſearch to trace, 
The ills—that all alike await. . 


Ah! wherefore burſt the friendly "1 | 
Which ſhuts the future from our wa 
And tear the veil, by mercy ſpread, - 
To ſhield us from * a painful light? 


Full ſoon mall time, Fu ſeeming 
With noiſeleſs ſteps his courſe fulfill, 


And call to birth each deſtin'd woe, 
Each embrio grief, and ripen'd ill. 


AR 


Sung T Mrs. Webb, in the new comic opera 1 the 
„ * 6 


O be true to the man they 9 
Is a virtue, all women alike have 
- When pleafure and duty conſpire, 

Our conduct's as Plain as a pike ſtaff: 


Bt ur er WHAT 4 be tr 0s! : 
Another to love, and reſiſt him, 
Is on wives too tyrannic a duty, 


To be — by Turk, or by Chriſtian. 


: 1 : 
. 
* 
” 54 * * : ; 43, 1 5 
* = - 4 5 * - — * 
* » 4 
2 e 
* „ 


gung 4 y Mrs Marg, 6 in the comic opera BY che F 


In vain its ſnowy pinions beat, 
at tipp'd with gold, and Tyrian dyes, - 
Are only guilty of its fate? 
With cruel kindneſs, to her breaſt 


Hit you not Gas an 1 infant's prize, 
h 


The thoughtleſs nymph her ca ive eber 7 2 


That tortur'd ſtill, and ſtill aber x3 
Breathes out Its lictle life in kiſſes. 


Such 1 is, in faithful lines, pourtray'd 
The ſtory of the woes I prove; 
80 wretched woman is betray d 
By Os; and undone by inet 


With cruel kindneſs, cee. 


| e 
A I R. 


| = by M r Fobnftone, i in "the comic youu 7 the . 


AIR liberty ! wo heaven gare 
But where peculiarly it loves; 

And put off all it meant for ſlave 
Wich orange bow'rs and citron groves! 
| The children of the frozen north, 
Where nature half her gifts retains, 

| Are doom'd to tame the churliſh earth, 
For taſteleſs fruits, and gue grains; 


f vet while their weary taſk they ply, * 2 
By thee their fainting ale are cher dl 


No ſtern unfeeling lord is nigh, 
| _ rods are ſeen, no chains are beard! | 
"V3 


. 48 1 
Still as they guide the delving plough, 

Or bind pale Autumn's ſcanty ſtore: : 
To thee, their manly lives they vow, 

To thee, their grateful ſtrains they pour! 


A 1 aj 5 
& Blanchard, the coms 0 > 
*. c 7 in c opera of 5 


7HEN I oth 2 as boys: n 
Heart-cakes I made, and pepper- mint bend 
i Wafers and ſweet-chalk I us'd for to cry, 
Alicompain, and nice nn. - 


Nexſht I made rollers for the mas, 
To curl deir hair, twaſh very good— 2121 47 
Roſin I painted for  ſealing-wax, 76 0 
| And forg'd upon't Vel brand en wat hs 


Then to try my luck in de ho Iwent, 
| But of dat I ſoon grew tir'd, or Wiſer YT 
3 Moniſh I lent at fifty per cent; | 1 
Ang waſh I. Hh. in de Public Adyertiſer. TT 


"Do nexſht thin [did, was a ſpirited prank, =. 
Which at a ſtroke my fortune made, 
For I happen'd to write ſo like the caſhiers of de bank, 
De clerks didn't know de difference, a and de ſonal 


was paid. 


So be heated the Gratis: as Moſes 3 
I began to tremble at every gibbet I ſa vd, 
So I got on board a ſhip, and here I am landed, 
In ſpite of Judges, an nas, and law. 


s +4 
. AIR, 
5 4 ac 


2 
wb 

3 
=, 


PAS erg 80 each public woe— 
With the bright circle of a crown, n. 


| And preſs beneath the royal 3 


[- For us no Tocial boſom heaves, , 


| The ills of life alone we taſte, 


OO. 0s c SS. Bo EE 9 
1 1 R. | 8 5 


65 Mr. e, in the comic opera of t the bu. 


AT cares 6 a ee wha, a 
eigh the ſplendid ſufferer downs 


And filent martyr of his own. "nn 
Around our temples, grief we woes 


* be vulture that devours t | mind. „ 


2 1 — 


\ m : 
k . % 1 


'S : 


No ſympathetic ſorrows 1 225 
But faith, preſcrib'd with Sidi, ” leaves 
A dreary ſolitude of foul— _ 26 


P * * 
bs Trae v1. %: #:3 2 


Thus inſulated from' our mot N 
Preſide with, famine at the feaſt, t, 
WIK 9 have the PRO to bleſs, IG _ 


5 i , A 
Fl Py * = <4 S 


; 8 4 4 * WS = 
* < s ; 4 


. | 7 : A 1 B. 3 * 5 * 3.4 5 | : be 
Sung by Mes Billingon,) , in the ; comic 42 55 of t the deu 


Hr treach*rous meteor, lucid vapour! 
Eyer flying, ; ity 5 „„ 
Still belying 2 e x: . n TY I 
3 The village taper— SH. 
Wand'ring pilgrims—lone, beni "OP 2 
Thy blue falſehood, pleas'd, deſer j bb 
See the cheerful faggot lighted, 1 e 9 
Think the ſocial cottage nigh— . ; 3 
"y : 'Lanbent 


- 
Lambent fire, deceive, but hams not ; 
Pallid gleam, relume, but warm not— 
Light no error in my dont: 
Sooth my weary foul, but charm not; 
| | Unrelenting, 
£5  Unconſenting, | 
. Swearing never to be blen. 


eesti 


1 3 5 | 
is ag by Mrs. Billington in the comic opera of the ETFS | 


OMETIMES, tis ſaid, the ſpirits of the bleſt 

Float on the buoyant boſom of the air; 

And watch with aid divine, the maid diftreſt, 

The hermit's wand'ring ſtep, or midnight pray” c! 

With penfile minſtrelſy tne heaven they fill— 
: With d harps unſeen the ſtarry roofs reſound ; ; 
While from their ſacred extaſies difſtill 
Peace to each care, and balm to every wound. 


8 ung 7 Mrs. Billington, i in a comic ere of the Pr ber. 


4. H AT are the boaſted FE of love! * 
By danger won, in fear poſſeſt, | 12 
There ſcarce is leiſure 1 in the cx 
ts wiſh-for ſtate to grove: 3 


25 How ſhort the hours of bliſs we know! 
8 By toil forerun, by terror preſt! 
The heart was never t bleſt, 
That did not tremble too — 


SONG, 


$ ON 0G. 5 
* by Mr. Tobuftone, is the Farmer. 


* + 


0 more I'll court the town bred fair, „ 5 
Who ſhines in artificial beauty; e 7 : 
For native 3 1 com 4. N 
Claim all my love, an = 
Oh. my bonny Bet, fest blofem, N 

Was I a king ſo proud to wear thee, # 
From off the verdant couch Id bear thee, 9 * 
| To grace thy faithful lover's boſom. © e 4 


| Yer ak me where thoſe beauties lie, 
= I cannot ſay in ſmile or dimple; 
= In blooming. cheek or radiant eye, 5 
| Tis happy nature wild and ſimplle. 
Oh, my eur Bet, Ke. 


Let dainty beau for ladies pine, F ah 
And figh i in numbers trite and common * | 

Ye gods! one darling wiſh be mine 
f all I aſk is * woman. 40:5 


Oh, my bonny Bt 6. 5 


= Come, deareſt il, the ts bowl, 

; Let thy bri gi, t eye, with pleaſure dint 3 

My heaven art 9 ſo take my ſoul, ä 
With _— ev'ry ſenſe entrancing. * 8 4-8 


Oh, my bonny Bet, we, 


7 


8 1 * A 8 oY big 
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$0 N 0. 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in the Foy: r 


0 


T hear a ſweet 2oldfnch's frank; ir 


This morning I put on my Tee 
Bur ſcarce in the meadow, pies on it! 


When the Captain appears in my views | 


I felt an odd fort of ſenſation, _—- - 


My heart beat in ſtrange palpitation, 
1 bluſh'd like a pink or carnation, 


When fays he, my dear, how d'ye do. #1 


The Nabe, lays L here has po pp'd hi, is an 


He thought to ſlip by, but I ſto 2 him, 
So my very beſt curt'ſy I dropt him; - 
With an air then he took off his hat; 


Hie ſeemed with my perſon enchanted, 
He ſqueez d 5 hand—how 1 my heart ne 4 


He aſk'd for a kiſs, which I granted, 
And, * now; what harm was in that? | 


Says I, fir, for whb i Ae et 


He ſwore a fine lady he'd make me, 


No, dem him, he'd never forſake me, 


And then on his knee he flopp'd down; 3 
His handkerchief, la! ſmelt fo ſweetly, 294555 
His white teeth ke ſhew'd fo compleaty, | 
He manag'd the matter ſo neatly, | 


1er can be kiff by a clown baut den Alis 


 * 


s O N G. 
| Lowiſa. ; 
Sung 2 Mr. Incledon, > at Vauxhall. 
HEN iche $ PREY Shade yeil'd' the eu, 
And Nature's ſelf was huſh'd to ſleep, _ 


When ently blew the midn1 ht gre 1 | 
Louiſa ſought the ; m e 


«74-07 gen- oy 


On alone beach, in wild penny 5 + 
She ſat, recluſe from ſoft repoſe, - 
Her artleſs ſorrows rent the air, 
So ſad were fair Louiſa's wan. 


Three years the nurs'd the 3 de T 
Her love, her Henry would return, * 
When, ah! the fatal news was brought, 
The ſea was made his way th ec 7 


Sweet maids who know the pow'r of love, 
Fou beſt can tell what ſhe muſt feel, | 
Who, gainſt each adverſe noche krone 
The tender paſſion do conceal. * 


The lovely maid, abſorb'd in TY 
While madneſs ran thro? ev'ry vein, - 

Poor mourner! ſought from death relief, 
And frantic plung di into the main. 


The hear'ns in pity lande d, 
The debt the fair one n „ 
ard bade their engel g I. 1 . 
Wine, de. WOE Ts 


on 


„* 0 f 


; * 


TE . SONG 
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$ ON G. 
Sang by Mr. Darly, in the Farmer. 


OVELY ladies, fries of faſhion, 
Smile the youthful hour away | 
þ - Gn now the tender 8 n 
In my ſunſhine I made . 
Muſty age forbids ſoft — = | 7 
What themſelves are paſt the doing, 


But ſage reaſon 
To each ſeaſon 
Pleaſures ſuiting, 
A ge recruiting, 

By full laſſes 
Tho! life paſſes, | | e 
wu refoes de lamp Ops | 69019 


3 


eee ee | | 1 55 
The Fart love potion 
Juſt hits my notion, 5 N . | 
To ſer in cen: , 

Next morn riſe, ſhewing 1 4% 80 ef : 

A broad face glowing S r WS. 7 
In youth, my girl; in age, « glorious fn, a 
So live —ſo die —is all I (SEE. 1 


8 7 6. * 

" Shes A x 

+ 4 1 * * - 
4 "= 1 * « P 

9 0 N "uM | 4 131 + - 


So by Mr. vate, in the comic o era 0 the Hs be 
. land Reel. 7. 7 . 


T dawn I roſe with jocund zie, ad 
For joyful was the day, _ [nad 
7 hat could this bleſſing give to me, 
Now j "Joy is fled _—_ 2 Jenny! 


Nor 
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** gentle maid, tho? patient, neck, . 


Was; firſt 1 began, 4 to ts the ladies, 


IE) 


Nor flocks, por herds, nor ſtores of gold, 4444+ 


Nor houſe, nor home have 1; 
If . muſt be bought and ſold, 


* annot buy, £ 
Yet I am ole if hon ot thisd, | 


So priz'd, a ſmile from. thee ; SA 1 1 © 
True love alone our hearts thall bind,” - 
Thou'rt all the Worn to me, x 42 blen d 

ga td? 1 . 


My lily drops a tear; Oo 
Ah! i thy ebe. and ſeck Ti 
Soft peace and comfort here, 

ww” . 
ueeeteteetetatecetteteesteestecee 

Sung by Mrs. wink. in the Sanger at Home. 


PL i 


And ſoft nothings to ay, as 2 pretty fellow's 
trade i:: 
Whilſt with rapturous praiſes F dwell on each feature, 
If I ſtole a fly kiſs—'twas fye, you wicked creature iy 
But ſoon in tones lower and ſofter and ſweeter, 


Half-pleas'd they would whiſper—ſye, you wicked 
e eatuxe. 


Indeed my attractions no 3 ab 
Each evening new conquelts to conqueſts 1 
Perplex d how ſo many fond claims 1 ſhould parry, 
To ſettle them all ! reſoly'd, faith, to marry; 
And preſs'd lovely Laura, in language ſtill ſweeter, 
Till bluſhing he * * 's, you wicked 


creature, 
"I SONG. 


* 
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FNHARMING village-maid, | 


If thou wilt be mine, 


In gold and pearls array'd, 


All my wealth is thine ; 
For gold is droſs to me, 
Ev'n nature's beauties fade, 


If not enjoy*d with thee, _ 
My charming village-maid. - 


Had yon ſhepherd's care, 
| Your lambs to feed and fold, 


The dog-ftar's heat I'd bear, 


And winter's piercing cold: 
Or ſuch my lot ſhould be, 


At harrow, flail, or ſpade, 


Well pleas'd I'd tail for thee, 


My charming village-maid. 


This morn, at early dawn, 
I had a hedge roſe wild, 


Its ſweets perfum'd the lawn, 
Tas ſportive nature's child! 


Jo grace m y parterre, i 
S 
Sweet emblem of my fair, ry 


My charming village-maid. 


. 4 


—— — — „* 


8 
| Sung by Mr. Johnflone, in the Farmer. 
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SONG. 


1 62 1 


- 5 & © G. | 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Farmer. 
AD. rey! devil's in me, 16 5 . N 


All the damſels wiſh to win n. n ne 
Like a May- pole round me clutter, © © $4 4 0 gem 
Hanging garlands—fuſs and flutter! © rg * 
Lilting, cap'ring, grinning, ſmirking, 2 
Pouting, bobbing, winking, Jerking; 0 WV 
Kates and Betties, vi _ Th 
Polls and Letties, * A i ak 

All were doating, gen creatures 
On theſe Peatürkz £ -I-<p4 4-44-S 

To their e- all would pin 2 


GA devil's in meg lt aa T 22 
All the damſels wiſh to win ne. 
Pretty damſels, ugly damſtl - - * 
Black hair'd * els, red bair'd damfſels; 
Six feet damſels, three feet damſes; * 
Pale fac'd damſels, plump fac'd damſels; 
Small leg'd damſels, thick leg'd damſels; 15 
Pretty, gy, lack hair d. red hair 'd, fix feet, hr 


Pale ed, ap fac'd, fall leg'd, thick” rr. 
1 dainty, dcowdy; | 5 
All run aker me, 87 60 593% 

For when pretty fellows we. _ 
Pretty maids are frank and fre. 
For their ſtays taking meaſure * W 
Of the ladies, oh the pleaſure ! FOLD OE 

| "Oh, ſuch tempting looks they gi "met 1 x 

_ - Wiſhing of my heart to nim me 

: Tat and cry, you devil Jemmy? :? „„ 


; - * * 
E 6 : # 3 3 
| * 


auf ladies, agly. ladies, ke. 142 10•T1 
1 _— 


Sung by Mr. Darley, in the Farmer. 


ULD I trace back the time, a far diſtant date, 
Since my forefathers toil'd in this field 
And the farm I now hold on your honour's eſtate, 
ls the ſame that my grandfather till'd. 
He, dying, bequeath'd to his fon a good name, 
Which unſully'd deſcended to me; Fy 


For my child I've preſerv'd it unblemiſh'd with ſhame, 


And it ſtill from a ſpot ſhall be free. 


5 1 
he Junction of Bacchus and Venus. 


And love at his ſhrine gay libations to pour ; 
d Venus, bleſt Venus, my boſom inſpires, 


L. a vot'ry of Bacchus, his godſhip adore, | 


| For ſhe lights in our ſouls the moſt ſacred of hres. _ 


Yet to neither I ſwear ſole allegiance to hold, 
My bottle and laſs I by turns muſt enfold; 
For the ſweeteſt of junctions, that mortals can prove, 


I of Bacchus, gay god, and the goddeſs of love. 


When f11'd to the fair, the brisk bumper I hold, 
Can the miſer ſurvey with ſuch pleaſure his gold ? 
The ambroſia of gods no ſuch reliſh can boaſt, - 


If good port fill your glaſs, and lov'd Kitty's your toaſt ; 
And the charms of your girl more angelic will be, 


If her ſopha's encircled with wreaths from his tree; 


For the ſweeteſt of junctions that mortals can prove, 
Is of Bacchus, gay god, and the goddels of love. * 


161 


All 1 partial diſftinGGons I hate from my ſoul, 

O give me my fair one, and give me my 3, e 
Bliſs reflected from either will ſend to my heart 
Ten thouſand ſweet joys, which they can't have apart. 
Go try it, ye ſmog; and gay looking throng,. 
And your hearts will in DN beat to my ſong ;_ 


That the ſweeteſt of junctions that mortals can prove, 
Is of 1 825 og and the ne of lover. 


„ GS my 
Alus Brooke of Wyndermeer. | 2 


Sang & Mrs. Kennedy, 


OA. have you in the village ſeen. 
8 A lovely youth, of penſive n mein: 
If ſuch a one has paſſed by, 
With melancholy in his eye, | 
Where is he gone, oh! tell me where > 


is Allen Brooke of Wiyndermger. | 


Laſt night, he fig ghing wk his "HK 7 F 3 
Which cauſed me all the night to grieve: ; 
And many a maid I know there be, 
| Who try to wean his love from me; 
But heav'n knows my heart's ſincere a 
To Allen Brooke of Wyndermeer. 5 


My throbbing 8 is full of woe, | 
To think that he ſhould leave me ſo; le: Dok 
But if my love ſhould anger'd be, 2 5 
And try to hide himſelf from me; 
Then death ſhall bear me on a bier,  _ 
To Allen Brooke of e e 
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| Sang 2 Ms. Edwin ard Mrs . Mar, i 
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ons Honour NM. bwin. 5 


5 12 214 22 ef 


* ö Mem, -how you clack away, 
- King George's Engliſh hack _ 3 
Go preſs your cheeſe, 
And feed. your geeſe, 
Tuck up your duds e away. 


: e T "| MRS. MARTY Bo» 
_ » Then 
And down the dance lead Bet along, : 
But Rundy's flick © fol 
Tour — r 
Vou faucy monkey, get as „ e © PO 


NR. Wend . 
Ma chere ami, tout autre choſe, - . ; - - 
Tho? gentlemen of bully KNOWS) „ 

Oh, nothin 


6 < 


I kick a ſhin or pull a noſe. 
Your love is incompatible, 
Since I am not come-at-able !- 
For dance we're 4 
D'ye hear the pipe 
And tabor, how rat- tat- able! a 


vorn. 
Your love i is, &C. 


(od Bd bat 's 


hop my pretty pet along, | 2 1 


yet, 85 EE ö 
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| => 
- gang'd along wi free gude with 21 RAB : 7 


I'e gang d wi' Jamie fra' Dundee 1 odagt al 
His cheeks are ruddy o'er Wi * 2 N 


The lavrock mounts to bail! tion mom, 


And joo d at the ſwell of the binou. os os 


| Alas ! "Twas the branch of the willow. 0 ca. big A 
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Sung by es Kennedy, in the \Canic Oper =. Mete. 


CANNO! like ye, gentle 6 fir 5 : 
Altho? a laird ye beer 12 
I like a bonny Scottiſh lad, | 

Wha brought me fra? Dundee, 


Haud away ! haud away! e 5 
Wi' Jamie o'er the lea 


— 


He's as the world to me! _ ef 4409 M8 


To cheer the loneſome Way 3 ; ok 4 


He's frolick as 4 "IPs 286 } 
TT. | Hand nen, l. 


The lintwite ſwells her throat 3 3 $5 10 TY 
But never are ſa ſweet, ſa cler, oh — io, }- 
As Jamie's tunefu' note. 


s O N G. 


Sung bs Mrs. Billington, in the- Comic * "= 
ariar. . 
Y the oziers ſo dank, rn, + 6 1 \ i | 
As we fat on the beck” ee e ids 


* 
w 
» 
"4 


This baſket he wove, __ „„ 


= th, s 8 n 4 $ * 1 . 4 . F * 
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As a token of love : S „ 
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Nor- ſad all the day 
And reſt flies at night * my 22 f 
I ᷑) be garland 1 wore 

From my ringlets I tore, 
Alas! muſt I wear the green willow ? 
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s O N G. 


r by Nur. Blanchard, in the Comic Ogre of 
Marian. 


H E N little on the villa -green, 
We play d, I learn'd to love her: 285 
ſeem'd to me ſome Fairy Queen, 
80 light tripp'd Patty Clover, 


With every ſimple childiſh art 
I try'd each day to move her: 


The cherry pluck'd, the bleeding heart, 


To give to Patty Clover. 


The faireſt flowers to deck her TIA 
I choſe—an infant lover; 


I ſtole the goldfinch from its neſt 


Te o sive to ee Clover. 


S ON 6. 
Sung by Mri. Ilie, at Vauxhall. 
HEN rural lads, and laſſes gay, 
Proclaim'd the birth of roſy lay, | 


When round the Maypole on the green, 
The ruſtic dancers all are ſeen; 


*Twas there young Jockey met my views 
His like before I never knew ; 


He pip'd ſo ſweet, and danc'd ſo gay, 
Alas ! he danc'd my heart . 
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6 * 

At eve, when cakes and ale wot round, 
He plac'd him next me on the ground, 
With harmleſs mirth, and pl g jet, 
He ſhone more bright than all — l. 
He talk'd of love and preſs'd my hand. 
Ah ! who cou'd ſuch a youth withſtand ? 1 
Well pleas'd, I heard what he cou'd ** 1 
Alas ! he ſtole my heart away. | 


He often heav'd a tender ob... e 225147 HE TEN 

While rapture ſparkled-in eye CCC 

So winning was his grace and air, 

He might the coldeſt heart enſnare; 

But, when he ask'd me for his . 

I promis'd ſoon and ſoon comply d:. 6 
hat nymph on earth cou'd fay him . — * 

Alas ! he ſtole my heart n e 2 97. l 


* 


e 42 
| Sung by Mi/+ Leary, at Vauxhall. _ 
\ ESTRAIN'D from the fight of my , 


No object with pleaſure- I fee; 

Tho' thouſands around me appear, i 
The world's but a deſart to me. 5 

In vain is the verdure, the verdure of Ny. | 
The trees dreſt fo blooming, ſo blooming rr 
The birds tho? they whiſtle, they whiſtle and S 
Delight not while Damon's away. 


Reclin'd by a ſoft murm'ring ſtream, | 
l weeping diſburden my care;  - 
I tell to the rocks my fond-theme, 
| When Echo but ſoothes my deſpair. 
In vain is the verdure, ke. 
Te. fireams, that ſoft murmuring flow, 5 70 
Convey to my love ev'ry ten 
Ve rocks, that reſound with my oe, 1 
8 my in his er. 
* vain is pls verdure, ke” 


50. 


Sang * Mr. Edwin, is the: Former i | 
OOK'E, dear ma'am, Pm quite the thing, 
Nattibus hey! tippity ho! iS gp 


| In my ſhoe I wear a ſtring, CC 
- _. |} Tied in a black bow, ſo :: who phe, Dp 
| Cards and dice! I've monſtrous. lack [935i 30 © hte, 
4 I'm no drake, yet keep a duck, — bt 
| — Tho' not married, yet I'm a back. 1520 SE 180 "4 


Lantherom ſwalk kee FV I. #34 


i I've a purſe well ſtock d with-—braſt, 3 — 4 14 8 
= Chinkity hey; tinkity hol! 19. 
6 I've good eyes, but cock my glaſs, / . 4 * 2 13 
Stare about, ſquintum bab. we 73% Hai z 1 J. 
In two boots I bold) y—owalk: : 7 %% 45 fan! 

Piſtol. —— baulk, * 1 

ect my man, and bravely—tal : A 


a” 


Fr per- COUPeE.” 5 
T Sometimes mount a ſmart in A yy? | 
Puppydum bey, ſtruttledum, ho? ;: 
| From High- park to the ten, i Bofdo of Pit 
2 | Cocky my cary kee. repos bas un EL 
As I paſs a ſentry box, 1 4 130 , 4317 
Soldiers reſt their bright ivelocks,,.. 1% e ala el 
Each about —— noch,, 
| Kattledum flap, to me! „ r 
In the Mall, ma' am gives her card, PLEA TT 11 
Caſhedy me, kiſſady ſne! Ned ai 
| Sit before the ſtable yard. dh gaices 1: 
I's Leg—orum lounge &-row | 8 2 0% Ua! 
Pretty things 1 ſoftly— f ay, (001 zd ad nid. 
When I'm aſk d our chairs to Fay, ! 
3 Yes, ſays I, and walk —away, 2 77 TY # 1; os + 
— mien Idol 0 cs pond - 
At Bou Ilir $a week, ; * 167.3 +4204 35 
8 Frickaſee hey! trickaſee ho heir 1 262125 
There fine Fr I learnt to ſpeak, 8 
1 _ -  Grinnibuſs ſkiptum ho! OE Slap 


Slap Frege k about, . 55 16 
Newette chef d e@nvre, bon doncenry. 3 „ 
Er bow ST cotur, 7 Gt bays 
PFiddledee foll, hee, he! 
Rotten row. my Sunday ride 
Trottledum hey, tumble off, 501 
Poney, eighteen-pence a fide, WEED nt 
= Wind gall, glanderum, ho! v3 15-30 £0 

a Cricket I fand Lumpy nick, 3 182 Hats: £3.” "LY 
Daddles, ſmouch Mendoza lick : 1 
Pp to ah! Em juſt the kick, Fand :: 4 
Allemande capr' um ton 


eo00000000reeeerorenenorIIIIIONg 
S O N G. 


a 5 Me... Blanchard, in the Comic pra of the 


a cow. er 1 
e x merry Plough- boy, 1 "while 
the leas © 


But now a ſaucy footman, I ſtrut i in oth ties! 
And ſoon I'll be a butler, and wag my jolly face. 


When ſteward I'm promoted, In foip a tradeſinan's 


bill, 
maſter's coffers em pty, 1 my | pockets for to an: 
= dog lolling in my chariot, ſo a man Pll * 3 
'You?ll Pager the little Plough- boy, that whiſtled oe 
the lea. 
I'll buy votes at elections, bot when Tie made the 
pelf, 
I'll ſtand poll for the pulianbent, and then yous in 
„„ 


. tis & pones will pgnl 27 
When all my . are ſold off, __ 2 Pu 2 By 


noes. 
T'11 bawl, thera and paragraph, with derbe, 
charm the the car, 


And when I'm: tir'd on my 9 then. ru fit down a 
eee hs 


— 
: 


[71 


1 fo great a man Ell be, 5 
You'll _ the little PO te, that ies o'er 


FP 


s "Or: N _ - 
Sung by Mr, Bowden, in the Comic Opera of ISHS 
O the chace, to.the-chace, on the eee 
V 

Let the hounds meet the ſweet drentiing nor : 
| Whilſt full to the welkin, their notes clear and brill. = 
Join in the ſound of the heart-cheering horn: 

What muſic celeſtial ! when urging the race, 5 

Sweet echo repeats © To the Chace, to the chace '”” 


Our pleaſure tranſports us, how gay flies the hour! 
Sweet health and quick ſpirits attend; - _ 
Not ſweeter when evening convenes to the bower, 

And we meet the lov'd imile of a friend. _ 
See the ſtag juſt before us! He ſtarts at the cry; © 
He e dl > is ſtrength i penk my are | 

ie: * „ 

His innocent aſpect, whilſt landing at bay, 
His expreſſion of anguiſh and pain, 

All plead for compaſſion—your looks ſeem to ay 
Let him bound o er his foreſts again. 


Quick, releaſe him to dart o'er the neighbouring . | 
Let him live—let him . o'er his el again. 


* | 


"gs a N- 1 
| Sung by Mrs. Billington , in the Comic Opera of Marian: 


OW can I forget the fond hour, 
When Edward firſt offer'd his heart! 
. At eve, on the green, in the bower, 
J trembled for fear we ſhould part 
'You left me, dear Edward, forlorn, 
When night ſent the ſhepherds to reſt, 
I watch'd . firſt ſtreaks of the morn, 
I ſaw you return and was bleft ! 7 | 


TI 


o N G. ot 
Sung by: My. — in the Comic Opera fuer 


E happy pairs, fincere and kind, 
Tis here you taſte each joy refin'd'; 
Fair truth and — delight to dwell 5 
At yondor cottage on the dell. 3 
How dear ſweet Marian's artleſs — 9 
Her's, the mild 2 uence r ese ere 
When conſtancy's -cheering gray ETD 
Drives every jealous thought away. 


Light as the fairy ſtep at morn, - _ 
Swift paſſing o'er th' unbending corn; - 
All other pleaſures weakly move. 
The heart awake to generous ese. 
Far hence be doubt and tender — 1 * 10 
How bleſt the life which love endears! 
When truth informs the glowing cheek, 

O, love! thy tranſports who can ſpeak? _ 


#0900900600#090069900300005002000255 


: by M gf ' ber Fer 
' Writtia rs. Cre/pigny, and fan at her ete at 
ge cbs Forte 


raw 


o u 2 my friend, what of lifes the he 
8 

And bid me the queſtion revolve, | E 

| Bur the point, you muſt own, is ſo hard to be known, 

Iwill take-up ſome time to reſolve. _ 


When the brisk glaſs yawn! round, and our r ſpirit 8 
abound, ; 
Say what with the bottle can vie? | 
Ev'ry care is at reſt, and our wiſhes youu 
For that all our wants will ſupply. 


But the ſportſman won't yield the deli its of the field, 
When hallowing the vallies reſoun 8 
As he flies o'er the plain, while he pants! in each vein, : 

He ſwears no * * be found. _ 
n 


| e 
—————————— BU 
Dwells with her who his heart: 


That 40 live in her tis extatie delight, 
But tis death 's cruel pangs when they Pet 


Then in ſhort, my dear friend; jr moſt cometo this end, 
To each of theſe pleafures repair— 
| Take the ſportſman's delight, lex the bottle invite, 
And crown both with the charms of the. fair. 


ny 


8 . +5 
Sung by Mr. Incleden, at Vauxhall Gardens. 


IV florms, when clouds obſcure the sky, 
And thunders roll, and lightnings * 
In midft of all- theſe dire alarms, TEES 
I think, my Sally, on thy charms. _ 

The troubled main, 
| 11 The wind — rain, 
y ardent paſſion e ; 
Laſh'd to the — 
Shou'd ſeas o'erwhelm, _ 
I'd. think on thee, my love ! 


When rocks 2 on ev'ry de, | 

And art is vain the ſhip to guide; © + + 

In varied ſhapes, when death appears, 1 
"IN rags or hex oy es Pans, | 
| The troubled main, &c. 


But mould the widous rs be kind 
Diſpel the gloom, and in the wind, 
waft me to thy arms once more, 
| Safe to my long lol native thoee : 
No more the main, | 


I'd tempt again, 81 
r . 

l chen with thee, 1 
Shauld happy be, 3 A 
Fo Aud think on nough bt love! 


"aw 
7 


Sone. 


73 5 
eueteteeeeteecteeceeteeeteeeeeeee. 


5 8 "M5 6. vg: 
Nve la Bagatelle, 5 
1 by Mr. Fobyfone, in the Lady of the Aion 


TN vain the grave and wiſe, 
| The thoughtful and the ſages 
Would teach us to deſpiſe | 
The joys that ſuit our age. 
Youth's the ſeaſon to be gay, 
Then ſmile cach beau and belle, 
To joy we'll give the day, 
Ah !—Vive la . | 


The laughing hours | invite, 
To ſport while young and gar, 
With at's and foft delight, 
Our minutes paſs away; 
Old age and care, they ſay, 
O'ertake each beau and dle, 
Who'd meet ſuch foes half way? 
. Ah! Vive la bare 


8 0 We. 

The Manſon of Peace. | | 
Sung by Mr. H. arriſon, af the Rueen' 5 Concert. 

| RECITATIVE. "I . 


OFT Zephyr, on thy balmy wing 
Thy gentleſt breezes hither bring: 
Her ſlumbers guard, ſome hand divine, 

Ah! watch her with a care like mine. 


5 . 
: * 80 MB ATR, : 


= frm k 
&* i, AIR. 


A roſe 2 her boſom has firay'd, 
Ili ſeek to replace it with art; 
But nc—'twill her flumbers invade, 
I'll wear it, fond youth, next my heart. 


Alas! filly RY hadſt thou known, 
"Twas Saphae that gave thee that _ 
Then ne'er from thy ſtation hadſt flown ; 


Her boſom” s the mantion of peace. 
44$14$4$++4 SESHESHIEISSI4S4$ 432404440 


- 0 N G. 
Song by Signora Sefint, in the Maid of 3 Mill. 


HE fields were gay, and ſweet the hay, 
The gypſies tat upon the graſs; 

Both lad and laſs by you were fed, 

*'T was all to cheat poor filly las. 


Whene'er we meet, with kiſſes ſweet, 
The ſpeeches ſott you did impart ; 


The hawthorn buſh ſhould make you bluſh, 
Tas there you did betray my heart. 


[> FFP 
S 
| Sung by Mr. Leoni, at the Royalty Theatre. 


AS there ever a fpark 
So confounded as I; 
How I bluſh in the dark,“ 
And I cannot tell * 


3 It is 2 8 . ſcene in the us from whence this 
= „„ FFF 


F 
Tho' my life were at ſtake, 
J for ever am ſhy, 


Now unable to ſpeak, 
And I cannot tell Why. 


Day or Ahe! it's the fame, 
I am ready to dic —» 
_ Love's the cauſe of my ſhame, 
And I cannot tell why. 
There are lovers I know, 
Who all dangers defy ; 

But I bluſh even fo, , 

And I cannot wy e 


eee $$++4444+- 


8 Oo N „ 
Sung by Mr. Joan. 


- 


VE known what tis to face a foe, 
] Where death has laid his hundreds Ys 
What *tis fatigue to undergo, | | 
That might appall ous nature: -v*1 hf q 
Vet never was a truth more clear, 
That man in danger's leaſt in fear, 
_ Whoſe heart can thed a generous tear, 
* relieve a fellow creature, 


I've ſeen ſtout hearts, of whom one wave 
Has in a moment made a grave, 
Whoſe lives not all the world could ſave; . 
Ihen things affect our nature: 
But not fo much as when the heart, 
Some ray of comfort toimpart,,8' 4. 
Swells up a generous tear to ſtart, 

T' relieve a fellow ereature, 


— 


Es: +. > NG 


EE 

ee e 
8 

Sung 2 Mrs. C roueh, in The New 8 


— 


ROM the light down that mocks the gale, 
The linnet culls his ſtores; _ 

From cach wild flower that ſcents the vale, 

The bee a balm explores. 


With nature's trueſt ſenſe 3 
And conſcious of alloy, 

In every gift they find à good, 

And every good enjoy. 


F eeling s vain child; alone afſ gn'd 
To doubtful, wavy ring power, 

With ſig hs can chill the ſummer's wind, 
With tears can 9 2 the flower. 


It's only dang'rous giſt, ah! why 
Did heaven to man impart ; | 
And bid each treach”rous ſenſe fopply 

A venom for his heart. 


eesti | 
%%% ic 

2 neu Four and Teventy F idlers.. we cog 5 : 

Foun PREY ewenty fiddlers all on a row, 2 


Four and twenty. fiddlers all on a row; 


There was fiddle faddle, and ummi dimme Jouble. 
damme demi ſemi quibble down below; — Tis 
my yy” 8 e . we'll be merry. 


Four 
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189 J 
Four and twenty harplichords all on a row ; : 
There was flow time, quick time, common and 


triple time, in concord, uni ſon and diſcord, 
with fiddle faddle, &C. | | 


Four and twenty ladies all on a row; 


. bere was tittle tattle, prittle prattle, do you take 
in the Wprld ? No, 1 take 1 in the | ublic ; : with 


"mow time, &c. 


Four — twenty” waſherwomen all on a row; 


Uo to their elbows in ſuds, wich prittle prattle, 
tittle tattle, taking in the World and the Pub- 
lic, with flow time, & e. | 


Four we weenth parliament men all on a row; 


There was majority and minority, in argument 
and reaſon, without any treaſon, up to their el- 
bows 1 in N with tittle _ &c. 


Four wad twenty lawyers all on a row; 


— 


There was deed of conveyance with a ſettlements in 
tail, with majority and minority, up to their 
elbows i in 88 with tittle tattle, Ke. © 


Four and twenty old maids all on a row ; 


There was Oh! I hate all male creatures, with b 
their deeds of conveyance and ſettlements in 
: tail, &C. 43 


Four and twenty box · lobby loungers all on a row ; 
There was in at half price in whole boots, a diſ- 
grace to all male creatures, with their deeds of 


1 &c. > | 
| os 5 Four 


. — hes 4 4 


\ „ 
ee ere om ro rey -- {API wan, uf pe we „ 
R ; 
— 


k 
Four and twenty auctloneers all on a row; 


There was who bids more ?—a very pretty lot, jult 
a going, in at half price with whole boots, a diſ- 
grace to, &c. | | 


Four and twenty committee · men all on a row 5 


There was impeachment of Eaſt India governors, 
charges of high crimes and miſdemeanors, who 
bids more 2—4 pretty lot, juſt a going, in at half 
price with whole n a diſgrace, Kc. 


o 


'Four and twenty Lingo' s all on a xow ;: | 
There was Moſes, Homer. Judas ind Wat ＋ yler, = 


with charges of high treaſon and miſdemeanors, 
who bids more ?—a pretty lot, juſt a going, in 
at half price with whole boots, a diſgrace to all 
male creatures, with their deeds of conveyance 
and ſettlements in tail, majority and minority, 
arguments and reaſon without any treaſon, tittle 
rattle, prittle prattle, up to their elbows in ſuds, 
taking in the World and the Public by flow. time, 
quick time, in concord, uniſon and diſcord, with 


fiddle faddle, &c, 
eee eee, 
8 O N G. 
Mary of the Dale. 
Sung by Mr. WIiIfon, at Ranelagh, 


WAS at the cool and fragrant hour, 
When evening ſteals upon the ſky, 
When lovers ſeck the filent bow'r, 
Young William taught the grove to ſigh x. . 
His heav 'nly form and beauteous air 
Were like the flow' ry vale, 
Vet did he ſigh, and all for love 
Ot Mary of the Tae. 3 
When 


1 79 1 


When o'er the mountain peeps the dawn, 
Oppreſs d with grief he'd often ſtray, 
O'er riſing hill and fertile lawn, 
To figh and weep his cares away : 
Tho? he had charms to win each fair, 
Thar dwells within the vale, 
Yet did he ſigh, and all for love 
Ot Mary of the Dale. : 


The merry dance, the cheerful fong, 
Could now no more a charm 1mpart, 

No more his hours glide ſmooth along, 

For grief lay hey vy at his heart: 


ec His cheek; where health with beauty glow'd,. 


Was like the primroſe pale, 
| Sighin he died, andall for love 
8 ary of the Dale. 


; . Y 


© 0 WG: 
Jam not. Taventy. 
Sung by Mi iſa Newman, at V. auaball. 


As thro” the grove, the other day, 
I gang'd fo blithe and bonny ; 


h ſhould 1 meet upon the way, 
But my true lover n ” 
With eager haſte 

He claſp'd my waiſt, 
And gave me kiſſes plenty; 

; Thoe' I deny'd, 

And thus reply'd, 

Dear lad—I am not twenty. 


What's that to me, the ſhepherd cry'd, 
You're old enough to marry ; 

Then come, ſweet laſs, and be my bride, 

No e let us tarry; 


E 4 


„ 


But let's begone 
O'er yonder lawn, 
Where lacs and laſſes plenty 
3 Are fill'd with joy, 
And kiſs and toy, 
Altho' they are not twenty. 


I liften'd to his ſoothing rats. 
And gang'd wi” him fo. rarely; 
| Mi ſong and pipe he did prevail, 
7 won my wiſhes fairly: 
Oh! he's the lad 
That makes me glad 
With kiſſes ſweet in plenty: 
OY So ! declare, | 
| By all that? 3 fair, 
= Tt wed, tho' not you twenty. 


FFC 
1 | 8 0 N G. 
1 De Roſy Fair. 
Sung by Mr. Arrow ſmith, at F reemafons Hall. 
Io taſte the new-morn „ 
The lark his tuneful notes hath rung, 


To hail you with a bridal ſong, 
Then 1 my Roſy Fair. 


0 «+ > a" r 


RISE, my roſy nymph of May, 
And with your Cale early 2 


Twelve moons are paſt this May-day EY 
Since you, beneath the white blown thorn, .. 
Avxvow'd to me, I ſwear, 5 
That this ſame hour ou'd kindly yield; 
By ev'ry flow'r that decks the No: 
You vow'd, my * Fair. 


5 
No longer then ſuch bliſs deny, 
But with your Colin's ſuit comply, 


That he may ever wear 7 L9G = ee 


That gentle, kind and wiſh*d-for chain, 
Which is to bind your faithful ſwain, 
My charming Roſy Fair. 


The nymph ſhe haſten'd to her love, 
| With bay, of he led her to the grove, 
ragrant was the air ; 
The linnets tuneful perch'd the pray, 
And warbled forth their dulcet lay, 
Too hall the Roſy Fair. 


Then ſoon they join d the rural train, 
In ſportive dance they tripp'd the plain, 
To Hymen's temple, where 
The golden chain's cennubial band 
To Colin bound the lilly hand 
Of his tweet TOO Fat * - 


F 


8 6 1  ® G. 8 
Sung by Miſs 1 at V EE, | 


> | moon-lizht, on the green, 
Where lads and laſſes ſtr ys - : 
How ſweet the bloſſom'd been!!! 


How ſweet the new- made hay! „ 


But not to me ſo ſweet 8 
The bloſſoms on the thorn, PN 2 
As when my lad I meet, ** 
More freſh than May-day morn. 


Give me the lad ſae blithe and gays. 
Give me the Tartan pladdy; ; 

For, ſpite of all the wile can 10 F i 5&T 
I'll wed my Highland laddie, Fat 

My bonny Highland ladies : 
8 FCC i 5 


[ 4 N 


> 8: J- 


a FFF 
His cen are bonny blue, Es, 
Like roſe-bud ſweet bis mou”, 
When wet with morning dew. PE 

Young Willy's rich and great, 

And fain would ca me his, 

But what is pride or ſtate, 
Without love's ſmiling bliſs 7 


Ge a me . lad „c. 


When firſt he talk'd of bs 

_ He look'd ſac blithe and gay, 

His flame I did approve, 
And could na' ſay him nay. 

Then to the kirk I'll haſte, 

There prove my love and truth, 

Reward a love ſae chaſte, 

And ew? the conſtant youth. 


* OF Give me the lad, Kc. 
8 0 N G. 


Sung 7s MI; [iſs Leary, at N auxhall, 
ARK, park, from the woodlands the loud 355 


ling horn 
Invites to the ſports of the Rack © | 
How ruddy, bow bright, and how chearful the morn, 
How nakby and blooming each face. 


To the grore with ak I'll Naben away, 
Nor loſe the delights of the morn, _ 
The hounds are all out hark, hark forward, away. 


While echo replies to the horn, 


Ca) 
4 


fs T 


Gay health fill attends thro? the ſports of 


O''er mountain and valley we go; 


te feld, 


The ) joy of the chace, health and pleaſure cangicldy; 


No wiſhes beyond it we know. 


_ To the grove, e 


1 


| Our! innocent paſtimes 3 virgin may ſhare, 


And the cenſure of envy defy, 


While Cupid foon follow'd by grief and deſpair, 


The 4 of youth would deſtroy. 
1 grove, Ke, 


3 


FFF 


8 0 N G. 
7 Lovely Anna 


Sang by Mr. Wilſon, at Ranelagh. 
HEN lorely Anna firſt | view'd, 


Amid the num'rous throng ; 
Fearful my heart ſhould be ſubdu'd, 
I thus addrefſs'd my fong—: 
Sweet Son of Beauty, now for 
Thy bow to bend in vain; 
Not once enchain'd to all that's dear, 
My freedom T'11 maintain. ket 


With ſcornful leaks the youth dogs d, 3 


Can nought thoſe charms inſpire ? 
To ſuch the Gods would be my 
Perfection all admire. 
He ſtraight let fly au arrow keen, 
A chaſm wide was op'd; 


Soft pleaſure flow'd, I view'd her mein; | 


To =o * all 1 * 


' 


= L 6 


SONG. 


The Dying Roſe. 
. by Mr. Wiiſen, at Raul. 


RECITATIVE. | 


HE balmy Zephyrs breath'd their fore, | 
And wav'd the gentle breeze; 
The buſ day of toil was o er, 
And Nature ſought for eaſe. 


my 


AIR. 3 


Twas near a i daify- rinkled mead, 
A bluſhing roſe I found, 

Waſting its odours in the air, 

Its tweerneſs on the ground. 


0 . 
— — 9 rn 


n 
—— — — 


Sweet flow 11 1 ery'd, how ſhort thy bloom! Ni 
And ſnatch'd it ta my breaſt | 

Here may *ſt thou ſh thy laſt perfume, 
And find eternal reſt. N 


Vet no- to Delia's boſom ſteal, 

Who boaſts her youthful prime, 
And tell her plainly, that her charms 
Too ſoon muſt fade, like thine, 


Then on her boſom-breaths thy laſt, 
While I thy fate deplore! 
And mark with ſorrow at thy doom, 


That thou ſhalt bloom no more. 


SONG. 


. 


He that's drunk can moſt & plainly OL its 


int TM 


S ON G. 
Song in the Strangers « at Home. „ 
ee 115 Z 27 1 133 
"HO'I can't walk N 


And in figures of Lib, 
Still circling my legs do their duty; 81 
You'll always obſerve, - 
That a regular curve 
Is reckon, d the line of true beauty. 


Of Orp pbeus they tell, 

(He — * fiddled ſo well) | | 
That his notes made hills, rocks and trees. caper 3 ; 

So can Imm dr 

When a ſolo 


| Make them _ full: as wel as that ſeraper. | 


4 


Tho? at firſt on a 3 
Things ſeem ropſy-turvy, 
When you re us'd to't, they don't look 00 frightful; > 
Still they move more or leſs, - = 
And good judges confeſs, 
A PR are l ee 


＋ he 1 Aenne motion 
Is ſure no falſe notion; 

For, tho? ſober I neꝰ er could believe i it, 
Truth in wine, boys, is found! 
Now I ſee it turns round; 


6] 


e 
8 O N 
Surg in the Poor Soldier. 
HE madws look chear ful, the birds Frectly. 


fing, 


80 gaily they carol the praiſes of Spring: 


Tho” nature rejoices, poor Norah muſt mourn, 


Until her dear Patrick again ſhall retura.. 


Ye laſſes of Dublin, ah, nide your g gay hehe. 


Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah's fond arms: 
Tho? ſattins and ribbons, and laces are fine, 
They hide not a heart with ſuch feelings as mine. 


OY 
8 ON 8. 

The Bud of the Roſes. 

Sung u Rofinas | 


ER mouth with a ſmile 
Devoid of all guile,, 
Half open to view, 


- Is the bud of the roſe, 
In the morning that blowe,. 


. Impearl'd with the dew. 5 5 


More fragrant her breath 5 
Than the flow r- ſcented heath, 

At the davning of day; 
The hawthorn in bloom 7 


The lily's perfume, 


* the bloſſoms of * 


1 07 8 


8 0 N 6. 
Sung in the That i Diſguiſe. 


WIe, s ſmiling Queen alone 


Prepares the filken chain of Love, 
The flave 12 long Eove's pow'r ſhall own; 8. 
For time will Beauty's charm remove. 


But when Minerva lends — 4 
With myſtic charms each link; is join'd 3: 
N light as roſy wreaths they're made, 
Enflav'd for lite they hold mankind. 


— 
S O N. G. 


E diuin and Ella. 
Sung by Mr. Drcledon, at 7 WN 8 


In beneath yon,bow?r of roſes, 
Sweetly ileeps the heav'nly maid,. 
"Tis my gentle love repoſes, 


Softly tread the ſacred ſhade. | 


Mark the loves that play around her, 
Mark my Ella's graceful mein, | 

See the wood nymph all ſurround her, 

HFlailing Ella. beauty's queen. 


Flutt' ring Cupids round deſcending. 
Soft expand their filken wings; 
From the zephyr's breath defending, 

Ev” ry ſweet that round her N e 


| Sportive © 


E 


. Sportive fancy, hear my prayer, 
Gently from thy airy throne, 


Whiſper to the ſleeping fair, 
Edwin lives for her alone. 


NNN . 


8 0 N 6G. 
Kate of 3 


Steals ſoftly through the night, 
To wanton in the winding ſtream, 
And kiſs reflected light. | 
To courts begone, beart-ſoothing ſleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I my wakeful vigils keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and fakes expectant wait, 

| In primroſe chaplets gay ; | 
Till morn unbars her golden gate, 

And gives the promis*'d May: 
The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare, 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 
Not half ſo fragrant; half ſo fair,” 

As Kate of Aberdeen. "5 


Fil tune my pipe toplayful notes, 
And rouſe von nodding rove, 
Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love; 
At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs*d green 
Fond bird! Pris not the Morning breaks, 
'Tis Kate of Aberdeen, 


HE filver moon's enamour'd 1 | 


Nor, 


4 
| Now, blichefome,. o'er the dewy mead, 


Where elves diſportive play, ; 
The feſtive dance young ſhepherds lad; | 1 


Or fing their love-tun'd lay ; 
Till May, in moraing rove, draws aich, 
And claims a virgin queen: | 
The nymphs and ſwains ex alting cry, 
; How: s Kate of Aberdeen.“ 


1 37 N. TI P at V Aunball. | 
D Dear, £m ſo Plaid! 


HEN Strephon appears, how my heart pit a- 
pat 
Shews the tender emotions with which 1 it is ſeiz'd ; £5 
To the Shepherd% bewitching gay innocent chat, 
I could liſten for ever—O dear, I'm fo pleas'd, 


oY Tho' my grandmother frowns, and proteſts I'm tow 
Foung, 
With leſſons of Cu pid ſo ſoon to be teiz'd ; 
Put ſo ſweet is the hotkey that falls from his tongue, 
T hat I laugh at wy Nen dear, I'm ſo 
pleas d. ENT: 


Should he aſk me to wed, a as * hinted e 
When my hand he ſo ſoft and ſo tenderly queez'd; 
He's ſo prett 00 a ſwain, that I can't ſay him nay, 
I'm W d to be e dear, I'm ſo pleas'd. 


Y 7 — 


eee erde eee. 


8 0 N G. 
| | The Fox Chace. 2 ; 
Sale by Mr. Tncledon, at V. 3 it 4. 


T the ſound of the horn, 
Me riſe in the morn, 


a 


And 


18 


And waken the woods as we thunder along; 


Yoix, 1 tallyro, 
After Reynard we go, 


While echo on echo redoubles the ſong. 


Not the lvods of the ſun 
Our brave courſers out- run. 
O'er the mound, horſe and hound, ſee us bound i in 
. | 2s | 
Like Phoebus we riſe © 
To the height of the ſkies, 
And, careleſs of danger, five bars we defy. | | 
__ waken the woods, c. 


At eve, "fir" we ral. 
And are cloſe at his bruſh ; 
Already he dies—ſee him pantiug for en 95 88 
Each feat and defeat EE 
We renew and repeat, 


Regardleſs of life, ſo we're in at the death. 


Alone 1 i: halt aud think of Gs 


We waken the woods, &c. i 


With a bottle at nicht, 
We prolong the delight, | 
MuchTrimbuth wepraiſe,andthedeeds thaty were done: 2 
And yoix, tally-o, 
The next morning we go, 
With Phoebus to end, as we mount with the "WE 5 


FFF 
3 . | 

Sung by Mr. Incledon, at V 11 51. 

Je Penſe a a LV ous. | 


E penſe à vous —where'er I ſtray, 
While ſorrow marks my lonely way; 
Nhe ſports of Spring, unmov'd I view, 


1 Je beute à vous. 


— 


: E 
Ah! why in abſence do I mourn, 
Why vainly wiſh for your return; 
While tranntient 1 you purſue, 
Alone 1 figh and think of 1%. 
TE le penſe a vous. 
Come then to chear our native plain, 
Return to bleſs our conſtant ſwain; 
With love reward a love ſo true, 
O think of him, who thinks on you. 1 
„ lie penſe a vous. 
CC Ce c ee 
% Re; 5 
Written by Peter Pindar, Eſj 


5 Hen long ſhall hapleſs Colin mourn. 
The cold regard of Delia's eye? ; 

1 he heart whoſe only guilt is love, 

Can Delia's ſoftneſs doom to die? 


Sweet is thy name to Colin's ear! I. 
Thy beauties, ah! divinely bright 

In one ſhort hour by Delia's fide, 
I paſs whole ages of delight. 


Yet tho? I lov'd.-thce more than life, 
Not to diſpleaſe a cruel maid, _ 

My tongue forbore its fondeſt tale, 

And murmur'd in the diſtant ſhade. 


What happier ſhepherd has thy ſmile, 

A bliſs for which I hourly pine; 5 
Some ſwain, perhaps, whole fertile vale,. 
| Whoſe fleecy flocks are more than mine 


3 


Feu 


5 Ln} 


Few are the vales which Colin boaſts, | 
And few the flocks thoſe vales that raves 
I court not Delia's heart with wealth, 

A nobler bribe 1 e 


Tet ſhould the virgin yield her hand, 2 
And, thoughtle!s, wed for wealth alone 25 


The act may make my boſom bleed, 
But furel; cannot vets ber OWN. - 


MODE ce cer ccc c cee e 
„ 
The Robin Redbreaft, 


Written by Peter Pindar, Es. | 


ONE bird of eve, whoſe liquid throat 
Delights my filent way, 
Who cheereſt with a farewell note 
e beam of parting day . 


The wretch who waters near the hom, 
Amidſt the ref bloom, / | 


Purſues with ff Er 9 a Path forlorn, 
To weep at Ynthia s tomb, 


Come, ninſirel of the twilight ur, | 
And mournwith me the maid : 


Thy tend'reſt ſong of ſorrow pour 


To ſoothe the 9 ſhade. 


So when the voice in death: ſhall ceaſe, 
To leave that lonely tree, 

May redbreaſts pour the ſong of peace, 
of ſweeteſt peace, to thee ! F737 


SONG. 


F we 


| 8 0 N G. 
. Nan of Wajphrge | 
A ND, ye thoughcleſs, young, and ga 


Nor ſcorn my tale of ſorrow ; 

The woes which others feel to-day, 
May be your 'own to-morrow : 

Then {pare the fame of her I name, 

Seduc'd by falſe perſuaſion : 

Perhaps you might have done the ſame, 
Had you the ame temptation, | 


Poor Nan of Wapping long was fam'd _ . 
- Ys ſweetneſs and for beauty; 1 FFV 
Her parents“ lore ſhe juſtly claim'd, 
Her foul was frought with duty: 
Her gentle mind to fraud was blind. 
Buy eaſy faith excited; 
She thought to find in all mankind, 
The heart and tongue united. 


"Twas hard her unſuſ pecting heart 
A prey to guile ſhould leave her; 
But every traud and ſpecious art 
Were practis'd to deceive her: _. 
With folemn oaths a perjur'd ah, 
To his embraces won her; 
And judging by her. own—his truth, 
She loſt her peace and ard ; 


For ſome mort period me enjoy „ 
All luxury could render 
No ſingle check to curb her pride, 

She ſhone in guilty ſplendor: 
Surrounded by the vain and gay, 

No ſerious friend appearing, 


Iill conſcience came in dread array, 


And elaim'd an aw ful hearing! | Twas 


E 


pes chen the helpleſs fair bewail'd 


The breach of moral dut es ; CI 
She ſaw her lover's hcart aflail*d, 
Buy more ſucceſsful beauties : 

At length appall'd, he ſpoke her fate, 

And inftant claim'd ſubmiſſion, 
Then left poor Nan to mourn too late 
_ Her helpleſs, loſt condition! 


Thus ſpurn'd by _ whoſe faithleſ; heart; 
From virtue had feduc*'d-her ; 

And who, to crown the villain's part, 

To begg'ry now reduc'd her: 

Her former friends their aid deny, 

Io ſoothe her boſom's throbbing ; 

Een pity view'd with tearleſs eye, 
Ihe woes of Nan of Wapping: 


Her parents i next ſhe fou ght for aid, 
But they had long departed; - 
For with their child their comforts fled —— 

hey dy d both broken hearted: © 
Transfix'd ſhe ftood, bewail'd her birth, 
Her feeble arms extended; 
She heav'd a ſigh, then ſunk to th _— 
Where 1 her woes were ended. 


| FFF 


$0. @ 
Tie Tri 22 of Cook. 


Sung * Mr. Kel] ty, at the Anacreontic Soc ieg 9. 


She ſhunn'd the celeſtials, and ſolitude ſought, 


INERVA in heaven diſconſolate mourn'd 
T he loſs of her Cook, who Britain adorn'd ; 


Then wept as ſhe glanc'd o'er the actions he wrought. 


Surpriz'd 


Burpriz'd at his deeds, ſhe fat penſive, amaz d! 
When ſudden her eyes to a volume were rais d; 
'was fate's mighty mirror the goddeſs deſcry*d, 
Where the glory he gain'd on its pages were dy ' d. 


Senſibility ſmil'd, as the records ſhe preſa d, 

And figh'd as in pity theſe words were expreſs'd ;— 
„Oh! Cook, who till now the world dare explore ? 
„% Who'll venture, my hero, now thou art no more? 


No more, ah! Owhyhee, thy Cook will appear, 
+ The friend of mankiad, whom you ſtruck with a 
5 e „ EE ag aes TE » 
« He came to your ſuccour, proud ſavages know, 
He came as a friend, whom you flew as a toe,” — 


She ceas'd - hen a voice ſhock the heav'ns around 
„Minerva forbegr— fee the gods have him crow n'd:““ 
Be joyful, cry'd Jove, tor the trophies he's won : 
Have prov'd him my Caughter's legitimate ſon. 


The portals of heav'n were op'd to her view, 


_ - She ſaw him enthron'd in a veſture of blue: 


Yes, Britain, ſhe cry?d,' in a tranſport of love, 
Cook's honour'd on earth, and held ſacred above. 


8. 
; The Neglefted Tars of Britain. 
Sung by Mr. Dignum, at the Anacreontic Society. 


I SING the Britiſh ſeaman's praiſe, 

1 A theme renown'd in ſtory ; 

It well deſerves more poliſh'd lays, 

Oh! 'tis your boaſt and glory: ..  __ . 

Wien mad-brain'd war ſpreads death around, 

Buy them you are protected; "FT 
But when in peace the nation's found, . = 

Theſe bulwarks are neglecte. Then 


— 


Then oh! protect the hardy tar, 
Be ind ul of his merit EEE - 


on when again you're plung' d in war, 
He'll ſhew his daring [pirit. * 


When thickeſt en covers all, 
Far on the trackleſs ocean; | 
When lightning darts, and thunders roll, 

And all is wild commotion: 
When on the bark the white-ropp'd waves 

With boiſt'rous ſweep are rolling: 
Vet coolly ſtill the whole he braves, 

R ene . . 

Then oh! proted, de. 


When deep immers'd 3 in ſulph' rous ſ. moke, 
He feels a glowing pleaſure 

He loads his gun, or cracks his joke, | 

Elated beyond meaſure : | 

Thoꝰ fore and aft the blood-ſtain'd deck 
Should lifeleſs trunks appear; 


Or ſhould the veſſel float a wreck, 


The ſailor knows no fear. | 
| Then oh! protect xe. 


Wben long W on ſouthern brine, 
Where ſcorching beams affail him ; 


When all the canvas bangs ſupine, 


And food and water fail him : 


Then oft he dreams of Britain's ſhore, 1 


Where plenty ſtill is reigning; _ 
They call the watch— his rapture's o'er, 
He fighs—but n . e | 1 


Then oh! Fee, dc. 


Or * enim on that noxious s coaſt; 
Where deith fo oft befriends him; 
Or pinch'd by hoary Greenland's froſt, 


True ccu: rage ill attends him! 3 5 
| N. 


2 i =, The: 
[ 97 E FW 
No clime can this eradicate, 2 1 
He glories in annoyance; 


5 He fearleſs braves the ſtorm of fate, 
And bids grim death defiance. 


x Then oh! proted, dc. 


Why ſhould the man who knows no fear, 
In peace be then neglected ?. 

Bchold him moving long the pier, | 
Pale, meagre, and dejected : 

Behold him begging for 1 / 
' Behold him diſregarded | 

Then view the anguiſh in fis e 
And ſay, are tars E 


0 i 1 955 Then oh ! protect, ke. 


To them your deareſt rights you owe; 5 
In peace then would you ſtarve them? 
What ſay ye, Britain's ſons? — Oh! no; 
Protect them and preſerve them: 
Shield them from poverty and Pain, 
Tis policy ta do it ; 
Or when grim war ſhall come again, 
Oh! : Britons, Far may rue = 


- Then oh! protect, Ke. 17 0 1 
een ocro ce dero e eee 2 
$0 na: 3 
Dear Gentle Kate. ie 1 1 
| Sung by My. Incledon, ar Pauxball,. 7 


D* gentle Kate, oh! eaſe my care, 
And let my ſorrows move thee ; 

As thou arrfaireſt of the fair, 

gol the deareſt love thee, 


'F e 


8345 4 


i 


A bluſh er glowing on thy cheeks, 

Fair ſeat of youthful pleaſure; 

There love in ſmiling language ſpeaky, 
There ſpeaks his roſy. trealure. = 


oh! ! faireſt mail, I own thy power ; - 
I gaze, I figh, 1 languiſh ; 
d ever, ever mult adore, 


And triumph in my anguiſh. 
s O N G. 
, . ah — at Fauhel. 


T ON cher 1 amitres cher, ' 
My love ſhall ſoothe thy every care ; 
Thou in return ſhalt ſmile on me, 7 
N or _ but joy our life ſhall ſee. 


Mon cher ami. 


Under ſweet friendſhjp's facred name, 
Thy breaſt ſhall ſtill retain the flame, 
With which it long has glow'd for me, 
Thy — wedded riend I'll be. 


Mon cher ami. 


United thus, may every year 
Thy Lydia grow to thee more dear, 
Nor ſue for pity more from, me, 
Nor mn 2 her who lives thee. 


| Mon cher ami. > 


- SONG. 


1 99 1 


SON GS... 


— 


a by Mr. Baunifter, it Sherwood Fonsi. 


HEN the chill Sirocco blows, - : * 
And winter tells a heavy tale, 
When pies, and daws, and rooks, and crows, - 
Do fit and curſe the froſts and ſhows, 
8 5 Then give me ale, 
Old brown, 
Stout br Own, 
Mut brown, 
0 give me ſtout brown ale. 


Ale in a 8 0 ine, 
Such as will make Grimalkin prate, 
Bid valour bui rgeon in tall men, 
| Quickens the poet's wit and pen. 

| Deſpiſes fate 


Old brown, &c, - 


Ale that the lowman 's heart up keeps, 
And equals it to tyrant's thrones, 
That wipes the eye that over-weeps, 
And lulls in ſweet and dainty ſleeps 
The o'erwearied bones 
Old brown, &c. 


Grand child of Ceres, Bacchus? . "I 


Wine's emulous neighbour, if but ftale ; 
Eznobling all the nymphs of water, "on 
And filling each man's heart with laughters — 
| Oh! give me ale, . 
Old brown, &c. 


I 


8 0 N G. 
Sung by Mrs. Billington, in Robin Hood, 


HE moon who-night adoring, 
In filver veſtments bound, 

| Retires, that ruddy morning. 

May breathe — ſweets around. 


5 Edwin thus beguiling, | 
With eyes illum'd and ſmiling, 
Soft maidens hearts delighting, 
Ev*ry ſoul could more 
But I this treaſure ſlighting, 
In darkneſs ſee k A love. | 


5 Ed: s O N 8. 
71 . by Mrs. Billington, 2 Robin Hood. 
B* IGHT Sol now darts on yielding night. 


His beams of orient light, 
His ſteeds of fiery race 
. _  Ofer fields of azure trace; 
Whilſt I am wretched and forlorn, 45 


He ſtill returns to bleſs the morn. * _ .. - 


Once ah ! L roſe, free as the fun, 


Each day ſmiling, gay and bright, 
Life elating, 
cating ; 
Smiling peace and ſoft delight 55 
| Crown'd the day and blels's the night, 25s 


SONG. 


EE 


8 0 N eg: 6 
- Dong by Mr. Banniſter, in Robin E. 


HARMING Clorinda! ev "ry note 
You breathe thefe woods among, 
Shall move my grateful tongue, 
Swelling my ardent throat, 
Homage devout to pay 
| Love harmonize the ba 


ay, F 
And ſooth her with the ſong! 


Should ſhe, bewilder'd, chance to da” „ 
Ye ſongſters, near your grove, = 2001 
To her your notes belong; 
Muy ſoul its ſenſe ſhall prove, 
My voice its powers diſplay— 
LOVE harmonize the lay, 


2 


* 
- . 


And ſooth her with the dong! - = 
r | 
8 0 N G. = Se 


Sung by Mr. Bannifter, in Robin Hood. 


| WER gen'rous wine expands the foul, 
How pleaſure hovers round the bowl * 

Avaunt ye cares of Fancy's crew, _ „ 
And give the guilty wretch his due; 

But let the j juice of ſparkling wine 
My grofler ſenſe of love refine : EE / 
As Jove his nectar drinks above, ' 
1 quaſf whole goblets full of love. ST 


Then why ſhould I at life repine ; 
Bring me Venus, bring me wine, 
Fill the over-flowing bowl, 
In circles Say, and pleaſures roll, 
F 4 ET 


to] 


Wi , ever free, | 
Hail, tho a friend to o Jogy! 

wy "rey with Bacchus? chaplets crown ad, 
1 live to lore - my cares are drown'd. 


- s 0 N G. . ; 
an 55 Mr. D*Elpini at A ko Theatre, 2" hy 


GEE that pretty creature there ; 1 
Oh! how ee, oh! how fair! 


EKiſs me, love, Leroy Ly now do; 
| Give me one, an n give two. 


How a ſmack would 4 me good! 


27 Raiſe my ſpiri, fire my blood ! 


Kiſs me, love, I pray now do; 
Give me _ and Pl give two. h 


D v E TD 8 
Sing of the Reyaly Thearves 


IME has not thinn'd my flowing ro 
Nor bent me with his iron hand ; 
Ah! why ſo ſoon the bloſſom tear, 
Ere Autumn yet the fruit demand. 


Mais me enjoy the chearful day, 
Till many a year has o'er me roll'd ; 
Pleas'd let me trifle life away, | 
** ſing 2 love ere I grow old, 


* 


SONG. 


103 J 


Sang by Mrs. 2 at — 


ow au the groves, in verdure gay, 
1 Y Are deck'd to hail the rig; * 
Our fleecy care fecu 
„ birds 3 | 
Ye blooming maids, and jocund forains, 
Aſſemble round ns tree, 
And join with me, in ruſtic ſtrains, | 
To praife the laſs of Des 
To puny c 


While fragrant odours fill FRY air, 
We hai ry ponder grove 5 
And there, rura 
To haik her queen of Tor 1 Pane 
Then come; 701 nymphs and jocund dan, 
Aſſemble roun —— tree, 
And join wirh me, in ruſtic ſtrains, 
To praiſe the laſs of 2 EE : 


Then, while ye tune "YE merry reed, 
We'll lead the dance with glee ; 
Like graces on the queen of love, 
Our hearts from envy free; * 
In ruſtic ſtrains, we'll ever prove, „ 
Aſſembled round this mes | * 
That nymphs with joy, and ſwains from love, 
All prais'd the laſs of Dee. 


F4 _ SONG, 


II 


$ ON G. 
Sung in the Poor Soldier. 

ou know Pm your Prieſt, and your conſcience 
1s mine; 
And if you grow wicked, it's not a good Gon, 
80 leave off your raking, and marry a wife, | 
And then, my dear Darby, you're ſettled for lifes 

| ing Ballynamono, oro, | 
A good merry wedding for me. 


The banns being publiſh'd, to chapel _7 - - 
The bride and the bridegroom in coats white as ſnow ; = 
So modeſt her air, and ſo ſheepiſh your look, _* 
You out with your ring, and I pull out my book. 
Sing Ballynamono, oro. 
A good merry wedding for me. 


I thumb out the place, and I fon read aways 
She bluſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers obey, 
Yon take her dear hand to have and to hold, * 
I ſhut up my book, and 1 Peet your gold, 
Sing, we, 1 
1 1 ſnug little guinea for me. 


$0 0 
5 Young Lubin. 

Sung in the Carnival of Venice. 
Vo Lubin was a ſhepherd boy, 
Fair Roſalie a ruſtic maid; 

They met, they loved each other's joy, 
Per o'er the hills they 1 * 


Their 


ſy 
Tbeir parents ſaw, and bleſs'd their lore, 
Nor would their happineſs delay: 
To-morrow's dawn their bliſs ſnould prove, a 
To- morrow be their wedding . | 


When as at eve, beſide the brook, 
Where ſtray' d their flocks, they ſat and mil d, 


One luckleſs lamb the current took, 
*T was Roſalic's—the ſtarted wild. 


Ras. Lubin, run, thy fav'rite ſave ; 8 1 
IT oo fatally the 45 outh obey'd: _ 
He ran, he plung'd into the vn, 
To. give the little wand'rer aid. 


| ; But ſcarce 3 cues him to the Sh coolter of 
When, faint and ſunk, poor Lubin diess — 


Ah! Roſalie — for ever . | ES 


In his cold n thy lover lies. 


on that lone bank, oh !. Gill be ſeen, 
Faithful to grief, thou hapleſs maid 
And with ſad wreaths of c ypreſs green, 

Toer ever ſoothe * Lubin 8 ee 7D 


7 : 
" we. Ta „ 3 
s T4 


Fair Roſalie——the Sequel to Young Lubin. 
N that lone bank where Lubin died, 4 


Fair Roſalie, a wretched maid, 


Sat weeping o'er the cruel tide, 
F aithful to her Lubin's ſhade. 


oh! may ſome kind, ſome gentle wave, 
Waft him to this mournful . 
| Theſe tender hands ſhould make his grave, 4 
And deck his corpſe with flow' rs oY er. 


Fs: - + 


I'd ever watch his mould'rin ng clay, 
And pray for his eternal re 


When time his form has worn away, 
His duſt I'd place within my breaſt. 


While thus ſhe mourn'd her Lubin 1 
And echo to her grief reply'd ; | 

Lo! at her feet his corpſe was toſt, 

She ſhriek*d—ſhe claſp'd him—figh'd, and tied. 


$ 0 N 6. 
| Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Caſtle of Andaluſia, | 8 


Maſter I have, and I am his ror! 
Galloping dreary dun, 2 
| And he'll get a wife as faſt as he can, 
With a haily, 
Gaily, 
Gambo raily, 
= Nis Bus, 
Galloping 3 Kaggle-l wed dun. 


Lſaddled his ſteed, fo fine and ſo gay, 
Galloping dreary dun; 

1 mounted my mule, and we rode aWays 

| With our haily, &c. 


We er along until i it grew dark, 

: | Galloping dreary dun; 

The nightingale ſung inſtead of the *. 
| With her haily, ce. 


We met with a Friar, and alt- him our r way, 

5 Galloping dreary dun; 

By the Lord, ſays the Friar, you are both aeg, 
With your ry, dee. = 


ca 1 
” Our journey, I fear, will do us no good, 


Galloping dreary dun; "RS. 
We wander alone, like the babes the wood; 
5 With our hally, &e. „„ | 5 1 


My maſter's a fighting, and 1˙11 take 2 peep, 

SGlalloping dreary dun; = 
But now I think better—I'd better g0 ys * 
* my, PT Ke. | es 


„ 
Good Morrow to your Mębt- Cap. 
Sung by Mr. Edvvin, in the Poor Soldier. 


Dy Kathleen, vou, no doubt, 
Find ſleep how very ſweet tis; 
Dogs bark, = cocks have crow'd out, 
| You never dream how late tis. 

This morning gay, 
I poſt away, 
To have with you a bit of play, 

On two legs rid . | 
Along, to bid _. © 
Good-morrow to your ni ight-cap. 


Laſt night a little booſy, 

With whiſky, ale, and cyder, 

1 aſk*d young B. Bly. 

Io let me fit befide her. 
Her anger roſe, TED! wr 
And, ſour as floes; 1 „ 

The little gipſey cock'd her wy 5 55 
Vet here I've rid | 

Along, to bid 

: Good-morrow to your night-cap. 


„j 6 Beneath 


| [ 108 J | 
ee Heneath the honey-ſuckle, a 
=O ke daty end the WIE jor 5, of ffs 
Compoſe ſo ſweet a truckle, N 
They'll tempt you ſure to ſpoil 1 it. | 
| „Sweet Sall and Bell 
l Pre pleas'd fo well 
* But hold, I muſt'at kiſs and tell, 
4 So here I've rid 
| Along to bid 
8 Good-morrow to your night-cap.” | 


. 0 N fe. 
TO by Mr. 1 in — 1 A 


T5 I learnt a pretty ſong in France, 

1 And I brought it o'er the ſea by chance, 

And when in Wapping I did dance, 
Oh! the like was never ſeen; 

For I made the muſic loud for to a” 

All for to paſs the dull hours away, 

And when I had nothing left for to iy; 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit: 

Tit fal de ral, 

| on I ſung fal de ral tits 


As I was n down 8 
A ſhip-mate of mine I chanc'd for to meet, 
And I was reſolv'd him for to treat 
With a cann of grog, gillio! 
A cann of grog they brought us ſtraight, | 
All for to pleaſure my ſhip-mate, 
And ſatisfaction give him ſtraight, 
77 hen I * fal de ral tit, 8 


The 
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The maccaronies next came in, 

All dreſs'd ſo neat, and look'd fo trim, 
And thought for to ſtrike me dumb : 

Some was ſhort, and ſome was tall, _ 

But 'tis very well known I lick'd them all, 

For I dous'd their heads againſt the wall, 

Then I ſung fal de ral tit, Kc. Mi; 


The landlord then aloud did fay, 


2s how he wiſh'd I'd go away, 


And if J attempted for to ſtay, ' 
As how-he'd take the law: _ 
"Land d—me, ſays I, you m ay do your worſt 
For I've not ſcarcely quench'd my thirſt; 
All this ] faid, and nothing worſe, 

Then 1 ſung fal de ral * * ; 1 


It's when I have exo the raging main, | 
And be come back to England again, 
Of grog Vil drink galore; 
With a pretty girl to fit by my fide, 
And for her coſtly robes J II provide, 
So that ſhe ſhall 1 
"= I'll fing fal or ral tit, xc. FE! 
8 + : 


= 
— 


« * 3 Ta * 6 „ > Ls 
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RY 0 N en . Ge, 
8 Sung by Mr. Bann Her. 3 | | 
THEN firſt this bumble roof I knew; 


1 3 various cares I ſtrove; 
grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were ROW 
My all of 'life was love. 1 5 


By mutual toil f N dreſt'd, 

The ſpring bur drink beſtow'd ; 

But when her lip the brim had preſs'd, 
- Tho cup with nectar flow d. 


Content 


| 11 
Content and peace the dwelling fhar' d, 
No other gueſt came nigh; 
In them was giv'n (tho? gold was ſpar d) 
What gold can never buy. 1 


No value has a ſplendid lot, 

But has the means to prove, 

That, from the caſtle to the cot, 
IT The all of life is love. 


— 


4 g 


Sang by Mr. Arrowſmith, at the Pantheon. | 


HE fails unfurl'd, the ſhip unmoor'd, © 8 
Her courſe to ſteer - all hands on board, 
8 Propitious ev'ry gale; 5 
Fair Sally on the beach deplores 
Her ſailor bound to diſtant ſhores, 
But nought her tears avail. 


% Oh!] cruel fate ye pow'rs above, 
„Why thus bereft of him TI love! 
5 Who on the reſtleſs deep, _ 
< The boiſt'rous tide muſt — brave, 
& And meet, petchance, a wat'ry grave, 
While I but hive to weep/?? 


Twelve months elaps' d when he return'd, 
Her conſtant heart with rapture burn'd, 
- . *EFwas freed from ev'ry care; 
And Henry's love, His heart, his foul, 
Were true, as needle to the pole. 
When abſent frote Eis Air. 


In 


time } 


In wedded bliſs they taſte delight, 3 a 2 
No winds diſturb, nor ſtorms affright IE > 
The lovely Sally's breaſt ; - "0 


For now he makes a firm decree, 
No more to truſt the raging ſea 
With her completely bleſt, 


s 0 N . : 37” 
lr in dummer — 0 


He hard our hapleſs lot * 


F L gin, or 3 SE: 
| Reftrain'd in all our ear y years, e 
Diſtreſs d in later life! v2 SME THE BEG 


I fond affection warms our blast, 1 
I Too oft unfeeling man, 3 
From faith, from truth, from re a, 
_ And a where he can. 


* 


2B 0 N G. 
Sung in Summer Amuſement, \ 


THAT means that downcaſt looks m 
Why heaves the figh, why ene 


What tears rb, What ace, — . * 

Thoſe hours which love ſhould r Rs 

| Tho! tranſient care now A our eyes, —_ 2 
More flatt ring proſpects ſoon ſhall rife j 


Each fond endearing ſcene ſhall prove - 
The matehleſs force of ne s love. 


8 8s 0 N G. ; 
*q Seng in the Agreeable Surpriſes 
1 virgin lily of the night, 
Aurora finds in tear; 
But ſoon, in coif of native white, 
Her fragrant head ſhe rears: 
Nolonger — diftreſs*d, forlorn, 
| li | 


But freſh and blithe as May, 
She riſes to perfume the morn, 


And ſmiles upon the day. 


The limpid ſtreams of noble ſource, 
That miles in darkneſs flow, _ 

Emerging in their devious courſe, 

„ 200207 pa ones ſhew : * 8 
O' er golden ſands they gently glide, .. 
5 Unruffled with r 4 1 hs 5 
Reflecting heav'n with ſplendid pride, 

As rolling thro? the vale. ; 


TOE 

Sung in the Agreeable Surpriſa. 

FAPPY, harmleſs, rural pair, 
Void of jealouſy or care; 


Emblems of the bleſs'd above, 


Sharing pure ſeraphic love! 


By the brook, beneath the ſhade 
Of the lofty poplar laid, PE. 
" Cheerful ſtrains awake the grove,. 
Dulcet notes of peace and love. 


Say, ye proud, ye rich and great, 5 I 
Circled round wich noiſe and ſtate, N Real 


— 2 


1 g 


Real pleaſure can ye prove? 
* tis found in rural 2 : 


s O . 
| be Death of AIs. 
HE bells they rang all itt the morn 
And Allen he roſe full ſoon; 


Sad tidings there were for Allen to hear, $222 
That Mary would wo ere non. | 


Then Allen he call'd « on Thomas' 's name, 

And Thomas came at his call: © 

„Make ready a coffin, and winding nend, ＋ 
« For Oy ſhall ſee my fall. 9 I. 


© When lat we mak with brimful « eye, 1 
Right loving ſhe made yow ; 
e But Richard has twice as many e * X78 4 

And Mary n mn. bel 73944; 25 T 
orgy aged 
© Then bear me to * Steen graſs bank. i BY 
Where we did kiſs and play, 

© And tell her, the rain, that made it eme, 

Has waſh'd my kiſſes away.“ Aare wh a 


The bridegroom led the bride ſo he et : — 
The prieſt he came anon; 3 
But Thomas he brought his dear friend's corſe,, The: 
Or ere the wedding was done. 15 1 
He laid Lin on the green wraks bank, 
Where they did kiſs and play, * 
And told her, the rain, that made it ſo wen 8 28 1 

Had waſh'd his kiſſes nr. Gi 


i Ta 3 
When ſhe beheld poor Alien's dead corſe, 
Her maiden bluſh was loſt; 8 
_ She faded, as tho” on April morn 

A primroſe nipt by a froſt. | 


Then, all beneath one fatal ſtone, 
Together they bury'd were: : 


Falſe maidens, who break your plighted yow, 
Take heed ye come not there, | 


* - 4 « 
„ na a a 
> 7 2 * 
. 4 
1 - . 


Sang by Mrs. Bannifter, it Sherwood Furel. 


1 Travers'd Judah's barren ſand, 
At beauty*s altar to adore: 5 

But there the Turk had ſpoil'd the land, 
And Sion's daughters were no more. 


In Greece, the bold imperious mein, 
Ihe wanton look, the leering eye, 
Bade love's devotion not be ſeen, 
Where conſtaney is ever nigh. 
From whence, to Italy* fair ſnore 
I bent my never-ceafing way, 
. And to Loretto's temple bore „ 
A mind devoted fill to pray. 5 
But there, too, fuperſtition's hand 
Had fickhedev'ry feature oder, 
And made me ſoon regain the land, 


Where beauty fills the Weſlern ſho 6. 


Where Hymen, with celeſtial pow'r, 
Connubial tranſport doth adorn; 
' Where pureſt virtue ſports the hour 

Tk. hat uſhers in each happy morn, 


ve 


TD uh. : 


7 Tay 
Ve daughters of old Albion's ifle,, 
Where*er I go, where'er I ſtray, 

O charity's ſweet children ſmile, 
To chear a pilgrim on his way. 


«as a a. „ 4. — * 4a 4 
7 14 n 3 * 


6 
| 1 Sung by Ves. Kennedy, in the Poor Soldier, 
TY Leixlip is proud of it's cloſe ſhady bo 


It's clear falling waters, it's murm ring caf 


cades, 


It's lads ſo well dreſt, and its neat pretty maids ; 
As each his own village will ſtill make the moſt on 
"Iii praiſe of dear Carton I hope I'm not Wrong; 


Dear Carton, containing what kingdoms may boaſt on, 


Tis Norah, dear Norah, the theme ef my ſong. 
Be gentleman fine, with their ſpits and nice boots on, 


Their horſes to ſtart on the Curragh of Kildare, 

Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits on, 
. Lac'd waiſtcoats, white gloyes, and nice powder'd 
hair, EE 2s 


Poor Pat, while fo bleſt in his mean humble ſtation, 


For gold or for acres he never fhall long, 
One ſweet ſmile can give him the wealth of 4 mation, 
From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 


*A 3 
pd " 
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It's Froves of fine myrtles, it's beds of ſereet flowers, 
8 


— 


0 


— * 


Sung by. Mrs. Crouch, in the Winter's Tale. 


Dou, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks we 


muſt ſnear, 0 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear; 
The happieſt of folks are the guiltlefs and free, 
And who are ſo guiltlefs, fo happy as weF 


We 


11 
We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught, 
Me practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught ; 
What we think in our hearts you may read in our 


—_— RT 
For, knowing no falſchood, we need no diſguiſe. 5 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led, 
But we as the children of nature are bred ; 
By her hands alone we are painted and drefs'd, 
* will bloom, when there's peace in the 
breaſt. | | „ | 


The giant ambition we never can-dread, 

Our roots are too low for ſo lofty a head : 
Content and ſweet chearfulneſs. open our door ; 
They ſmile with the fimple, and feed with the poor, 


When love has poſſeſs*d us, that love we reveal, 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, - 
And leave to fine folks to deceive and betray. 
CECE ͤ ˙———K ER 
. S O N G. . 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Sherwood Fore. 
A FARGARETTA firſt poſſeſt, BO Ws 
a I remember well, my breaſt, 
With my row, dow, dow, dero; 


. With my reſtleſs heart next play d 


Marthe, wanton, floe-ey'd maid, * 
With her tan tarara ro. 


She to Catharine gave place; 
Kate to Betſey's am*rous face; 
With my row, dow, Ke. 
: Mary then, and gentle Anne, 5 
Both to reign at once began, | 
With their tan, &c. ge 
F< 1 e Jenny 


* 


. 11717 
Jenny next—a tyrant ſhe; | 


But Rebecca ſet me fre: 2770 ene Tint tt 


With my row, dow, &c, 

In a week from her I fled, © 

And took Judith in her ſtead, - 
With her tan, xe. 


She poſſeſs'd a wond*rous grace, 
But ſhe wanted Suſan's face, 
With my row, dow, c. 

Iſabella's rolling eye 
Eclips'd Suſan's preſently, 


Brown-ſkinn'd Beſs I next . 

Then lovely Nanny, red hair'd maid, 
With my row, dow, &c. BEE 

None could bind me, I am free. 

| Yet love all the fair I ſee, 

With my tan, &c. | 


SOSA COS SS AKAFFERORESFLASSK 


8 0 N S. 1 35 
The Charming Fellow. 
Sung in the Agreeable Surprizes 


ORD, what care I for mam or dad? 
1, Why let them ſcold and bello Fr! 
For while I live I'll love my lad, 
He's ſuch a charming fellow. 


The laſt fair day, on yonder green, 

The youth he danc'd ſo well-o, 1 

So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, , Ws 
As my ſweet charming fellow, 


* 


| 
| 
| 


% 


12 


For cheerfully, in blithe Sherwood, 


+ 8 ] 


The fair was over, night was come, et 


The lad was ſomewhat mellow, 


Says he my dear, I'll fee you home, | 


thank'd the n fellow. 


we trudg*d alon _ the moon ſhone bright, 


Says he, m eeteſt Nell-o, 


I'll Kiſs you — by this good light, 


Lord, what a n fellow. 


Fou rogue, fays I, you've ſtopp'd my breath! 


Ye bells ring out my knell- o: 
Again I'd die ſo fweet a dean 
Wich ſuch a charming fellow. 


munen 


| 8 0 N G. 
Sung 2 Mr. Edwin, in Sheravood Bore, | 


E'LL ſeck the bow'r of Robin Hood, 
And keep his bridal day, 


The brides and brideſmen play: 


Then follow me, my bonny lads, 
And we'll the paſtimes ſee ; ; 
For the minſtrels ſing, 
And the ſweet bells ring, 
And. they feaſt right mercy, 


The humming bore flows round i in yolks 


With mead that's. ſtout and T 
And am'rous virgins tell love t 


To thaw the heart that's cold: | 
Then follow me, my-bonny lads, c. | 
5 There 


— 1 DD: 
There dancing ſprightly on 2 Seen. is 
Fach light- foot lad and la e 
_ Sly-ſtealing kifſes, when —— 
And gingling glaſs for glaſs: 


Then follow me, my our * & c. 


4 4 13 ** 14. 1 ry a. * > * Aa 


s ON G6. 
fn by Mrs. Wells, in Robin Road. 


HEN Spring has chac'd the Winter's ſnow, 
And melting ſtreams begin to flow; ._ 
When ſun - beams thaw the froſt- bound ſoil, 
And ploughmen riſe to morning _ 
My John then wanders o'er-the field, | 
And brings me all the ſeaſon yields, 


To me he fings the ſweets of love, 
As careleſs through the woods we rove; 
Then urges me to be his wife, 4 
And vows he'll conſtant prove thro* life; "IP 
Then Prudence, ſay, am I to blame 
To own for Jona a mutual flame ? 


— 


s O N 6. e 
Jo by Mrs. Martyr, in Robin Hood. | 
HE trump of — — name bas breac g. 


Its Inorg is ſo nd ear. 

Stout little John, with — 2 doing } 
Has reach'd each dame and damſel's ear: 2:1} -e87 
But? tis not you bold Robin Hood, | 
1 come to ſeek, with bended bow:; 

That man of — 

I fain would 


And comques with-my=—Oh ho, ho! 


1 1 
Throꝰ froſt and ſnow, 
Tho? cold winds coy: | 


1 never fail, 


In rain or hail, i 
Tho” thunders roll, 


From pole to pole 
* conquer with my- Oh, ho, bo 


With bended bow, 
The buck or doe, 
I never fail, 1 
Throꝰ rain or hail, | 
Tho' thunders roll, | 
From pole to pole, 
To conquer with A ho, ho. 


4. ö 
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VY O. N 8. 
The Friend and Pi _ 


— 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, in the Poor Soldier. 


_ HE wealthy fool with gold in ſtore, 
Will ſtill defire to grow richer, 


5 _ me but theſe, I aſk no more, 


173 charming girl, my friend and pitcher. 
E * riend ſo rare, my girl ſo fair, 

ith ſuch what mortal can be richer, © 
| Give me but theſe—a fig for care, 


With my ſweet girl, my friend and pircher. 


From morning ſun I'd never grieve, 5 
To'toil a hedger or a ditcher, Forts 
If that, when I come home at eve, 
I might enjoy my friend and ache, 
My friend ſo 255 &c. 


Tho” fortune ever FREY my dove, | +7 2 
I know not what can bewitch her; ral F 


With all my heart—can I be poo 


With * ſweet girl, my friend, 00 d bücher. * 
wy 


| | it 1. 8 | 
My friend ſo rare, my zi de 4 Fake n 
Wich ſuch what mortal can be haber, n nt 23ME 


Give me but theſe—a fig for care, 2 
With * ſweet e's: 221 friend, nd picker, EE *, 


5 c ' 1 | 7 2 * Y y ” - 2 "IT A _ 0 . 
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EVIE-2 63+ 4 17 
F or two 4 bicen.— I ritten by Mr. "Herringtn. 


row ſweet in the wood-lands, with ben hound 


and horn, 
To waken ſhrill echo, a taſte the fret ne” | 
But hard is the chace my fond heart muſt erte, 4 
| For Daphne, fair Daphne, i 14 loſt to my ve. Iew.. N 


Ait me, chaſte Dian, the nymph to regan, 
More wild than the roebuck, and bene with diſdain 3 
In pity o *ertake her, who wounds as ſhe flies; © 
Tho? Daphne's purſu'd, tis Myrtilio bar des. 1 


rener grun. 


1 =; BE : as 
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5 9 ” Fit 27 
\HEY call me honeſt 9257 O; 1 
Molly 1 will marry.O iS" 730 153 ON Me 
In ſpite-of Nell, ANT » eng . TY * 85d 7 42 
Or Iſabel} 4177 das gr 542K 


42 


Pl! follow my owp. vagary . 2 5113 Ane 4 N 


Wich my rigdum, jigdum, 8 d. ab viet 125004 
I love my little Mary 2 5 


5 3346 74 
In ſpite of Nell, i e mort 153 nt” 
= Or Iſabel, At 10 neg 0 det 8 , 52 
IU follow my own vagary ' 


i $4 gs ine gin 0 0 Y 
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EF 


- $934k SES {© Ma: 24 0 


” 
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U % U 

t * · „„ 2 * VF wo 
- raight we 8 * gl. PEO, 69752 ot bront 4 
Sweet as ſugar:- candy Dans 3 ria dit 
Freſh and 277 57 1 e e ee 
As flow'rs i M 70 4% ig 1% Vm 11 

1 122007 it 1154 ow 

And I'm her jack a-dan r 
— ow oo > 


Soon to church I'll bring her Q : 

Where we'll wed together O; 7 5 
PF ihr ogy 

Then we'll have fun, 3 5 


In ſpite of wind or weather O; M | 
15 , * 


With my , jigdum, de. 8 1 2 


#5 


e eee 


8 e at os ele beste. <a 54049, 296 | 


nk moon bad climb'd the higheſt hill, 

Which riſes o'er the ſource of Dee, 55 
from. the Eaſtern ſummit ſhed__.. 14442 47 
er filver licht on tow'r and tree; © 
When Mary laid her own to ſleep, 4 
Her thoughts on Sandy far at ſea: 
Then ſoft and low a voice was heard 
829, 6 Mary, warp no more for me. 5 | 

— . 160 2455 2 I 

She from her pillow gently rais'd 

Her head, to aſk who there Alg — < 
And ſaw.young Sandy ſhiv'ring 1 Ai 10 | 

With pallid cheek and Hollow: £4408 ro Ta noſis (UE - 


5 


S; Bea beneath a flormy ſes©) il yic ave! !? 


Far, far from thee I fleep in 4 T3 
So, Mary, weep no more. "ue me. „„ 
e rem le 
The flormy nights and & _ 1 2, 
We toſs * the gig A 


L 


123 N —— 
And long we ſtrove our bark to ſave·—- | - 0 
But all our ſtriving was in vain. 8 


Een then, when bor ror chill-d my blood, 


My heart was fill'd with love of thee: PA 0 
The ſtorm is paſt, and I at reſt;. 7 -:-- ' Hi — oH | £4 
So, Mary, _ no more r ages. 07 Ye " 

11 | 
. Oh! maiden Fen thyſelf p 8 The: 6 * 
We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſho — 155 


Where love is free from doubt and care, 
And thou and 1 ſhall part no more. 
11 crowd the cock, the ſhadow fled, ' 11 712 
No more of Sandy could ſhe fees +3-regr ut 
But ſoft the paſſing ſpirit ſaid, | Ot is 
M8 Sweet Mary, weep no more for me. 1774 70 7 


betete. 


WI N 0 L 


Aug by Mos: | Crouch, i in the Maid of the Oaks. 

NOME fing round my fav'rite tree, Fad _ = | | 
I Ye ſongſters that viſit the grove; :/ ER. 
*Twas the haunt of my ſhepherd and: 2 5 —— 
And the bark is 1 5 record of ove. en, 


Reclin'd on the cart by my 4e Ct ot 
He tenderly pleaded my cauſe}; "Ys 14 8 ; 5 
I only with bluſhes reply d.... 40 | — 
And the Ee en fill'd up the pauſe. af - 


| m2 2 : 
_ 7 ai 095 37 394 < 


eee. N 
e N ay ee, 
Sung 55 2178. Vo diu, i the Pilgrims. * 
H!S hot purſuit. Re 
T -Wicti-rhrencs/ts boot, 
- Hare Bree to alarm me, CES : 
5 5 =; - = ; | ry h ; . Y 
8 oi . 


b * 2 
80 war I wage, 1 3 2 22 
Defy his rage, 1 
: And brave whiter may arms 


He ſtill may ſwear, 


And ſtamp and ſtarcc 4 


Til neither fear, nor faler 1. 


RP St — he _— em date 2 bort. | 


. 80 ſhe and + 
Will fairly try, 


+: «4 


# 5 
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fn; 
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Whate'er may bind, * 120 
*Gainſt woman's wind, 4 | L9H 
: Will prove = rotten heller. 1 
My miſtreſs flown; 5 Er 
Coil ſoon be gone {2 91647 o 
Old Cruſty ſwears dense ber: 120 
For him ſhe loves, LIE 1298 * 
Abroad ſhe roves, : 
In truth 1 . blame ben. 
In varied "Hog 
_ Thro' bair-breadth ſcapes, | 
Each way he tries to win ber; : | 
She ſcorns reſtraint, J 1 "7 N 
And ſuch a fannt 4 F 
Would make &'en me 8 dane. a 
uns trim dif iſ 3 5 Re 
No coubr — i £114 16 b Ai 
2 I'll follow we example 55 l 
Of rich, of ſkill, 14 7 * 
And wit at will, © au b i 0 $f ban 


* 
1 ö 


Whoſe rick or e change can a blind moſt; ; 


; You chuſe to run, 8 


The pong ke che hindmalt, L 


a 


SONG. 


ts hk TY L 
een 


0 
"us in the Deſerte. 


"HO" prudence my preſs mem, 
| Md 2 oY 13 12.25 & 
5 Againſt inclination, ah! what can they 07 ps 
No longer a rover}? n neren, 

His follies are or, 01 bets SEES. 
My heart, my fond heart ſays, my Heary i is true. 25 3 


The bee thus as r 8 


+ Prom ſweet to ſweet ranging” Wo 
: A roſe ſhould he light on, ne'er — aer ei 
| With raptures poſſeſſing, 3 5s 


In ane ev'ry bleſſing, 5 i WE: 8 | 
'Till torn from her boſom he flies far away. 
dF: = Wc C3 4 


eee eee eee 
ee DIR 
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"HEN the Rs mee ee e eee, 


$i; 


Paints with gold the verdant lawn, r 
Bees, on banks of thy me diſporin ggg 1 
Sip the ſweets, and hail the dawn, | ene, BU-p ay I 
Warbling birds the day provlaithingy e , 
Carol ſweet the lively ſtrain, . . 5 
They forſake their leafy dwelling, Eee tp FIIED T9: 
To ſecure the been ous” 42 1 f 
See Content, the humble gleane 10 1 5 n , 
Ianke the ſcatter'd ears that fall! . "Lok 
Nature; all ber children viewing. + 
2 bounteous, „ oo. 


1 


eee su- 
ks o N G. 
Sung in | the Arcs bat 7 7 enice. 
keep my gentle Jeſſe,  -* 48 I 
What labour would ſeem bard Ii. 1 1142 4 
Each toilſome taſk how eaſy t-;. ;. VVV 
Her 1 the ſweer reward. „„ act 
The hes thus. uncomplainivg, e 8 , 
- Efleems no toil ſevere; _ is rt | 
The ſweet reward r 15 tf hn 46s 
2 044.5 00 Ancalaact drool 260 Lis! 
COT 
| 2551 CHNYE £37001 Fi 


4: | 8 0 N 8. 
2 * : "of 7.0 „ 
1 K 
2 ** . f "4 - 4 r 10 R .. 7 "Ip * ph ** * 
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HEN bidden to the wake or fair, Ts 
The 3 Joy of each free - hearted ſwaing 
Till Phoebe promis'd to be there, 5 | 
I loiter'd la of all the train. 5 0 of HN 


If chance ime beiten caught . eye, 
The ribband gay, or filken glove, 125 
With eager haſte I ran to buy, | 
For what is gold compar'd un 2 [2 


My poeſy on her boſom plac'd, . 44101 72 
Could Harry's ſweeter ſcents 2 ! 1 
Her auburn locks my ribband grac 755 4 7 
And flutter' i in Ir wanton. e.. mT E 


127 7 5 i: 
"=> W743 rt; Frome al MW 
eee eee K 
21 7X £3104 N Na 1 
- S8 O N G. 44305 1131 


* in Refa. ern PE £2'# 
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"RE bright Rofing met my eyes, 


Hoy peaceful paſs'd the Joyous 1 1 


In rural ſports I gain'd the prize 
« W307 : 
Each 1272 litten d to my by ate 1 


But now no more 7 9 the e | 
No more the ruſtic ſports. can Pleales 5434 
1 live the flive to fond defire, - - 
Loſt to ys. to mirth and caſe. 


| The: tree' that, f in a happier. bour, TR ATT. Th 4 


Its boughs extended o'er the plain; 8 


When blaſted by the Het ii s Power, 10 


Nor charfis t the eye, nor ſhades the dei. 


19 1 
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1KE my dear ſwain, no youth you'd — 
So blithe, ſo gay, ſo full of Net $ TL 
In all our village who but na FL . 
To foot it up fo feat:: 
His ute u bene FVV 


Each ae ee 44] ti t T 
Both girl: and damm 21 1 ul 
And all his boon, „ N 
For ev'ry tune, 

171%, kiſs em round ſo ſweetly. 


68 4 


eee ee 


While 


ps in the c of Aan, - | 


*r 
1 


Cas 3 


While — TE in the jocund ring, „ 


We nimbly danc d, he'd play or ſin gg 


Of May the youth was choſen Ws 

Hie caught our ears ſo Wu © 
Such muſic rare, 2 OS 
nr 


But touch his lute, „„ 


The croud was mute: = 1 
His only boon, 5 15 „ 
For every tune, 


'To kiſs em | round on f n. 


— 


- 4 7 
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r by M. Edwin, in the Cape au. 


SOLDIER I am for a lad „ 
A What beau was e' er arm d.complenter ? 
When face to face, 
3 Her chamber the place, 
5 I'm able and willing to meet hey, | 


"Ze Gat 4's curſe! my dear laſſes, anna 

1 To give ye all ſatis faction; F 
I'm the man, f 
Fer the crack of your fan, 2 


Tho 1 die at Ow tect in the aQion. FM # 


4 


* 15 5 : 
l 


* 


Thur bobbins may beat up a row dow Jo's pot oF. 


Jour lap-dog may out with his bow wow wow 4 

; The challenge is love, 3 
3 T take up the glove, + + nd : 
Tho' I dic at 8K. feet in the addon. 208 


. by Mr. Raus, in the Kea. Surpriſe. . 4 : 
| TR T lore» lk, e 
Ava cedar tall and ſlender; hd: la 4457 eee 
e HIEET: Cowlſlip's grace ee DON 930% SINE 
Is ber nom'tive caſe, 17 eee | 
2 ae of the feminine gender, 7 5 | 
\Rorum. corum; e, IG #9 og Pris * | 
„„ ( 3 — 
.  Harum n diro! F | 
Tag.i rag, merry derry, perriwig and ha band,. 
Hie, hoc „ horum e hed = 
. rife. i dt i ng. 7 
: A nymph. divine? is 
Her voie as a flute is dulcis,. £ Corn 3 
Her oculus bright, 4 10 des & haf 
Her manus white, RR 9 5 * | ; EE 


_ : 12742814 ir 3 | . | 
4 d ſoft, when I tacto her i zi e, 
nd _10it, "pul „ 


2 112 * GE & 74.2 2 44 - 143 71 74. Dos | ++ be A 


/ | Rerum carum, de. 


1 * 7 * 
C Roo ARNEE. +: 
Ohl how bells, RAS xe = FTTORIRIM 
. ͤ anos ind blo as 
1 
Phi kif hes ſecula ſeculorum z_ 5 d wht F 
| Bag” I've; luck, ſir, 15203 04 10 it ble af 2 
bf e's my I Ts 15 Ib Poo 20 8 6 bk 

0 die bepediftorum! : | tou = 
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| Sung by Mr. Eau. 


ERE'% an old ſong made by an antient e 

Of - worthy old e * had a good 
|- - -oltaceg | 
And kept a very plentifaul houſe at a very plentiful rate, 
With a good oſd porter to relie ve the poor at bis gate. 
Moderation, moderation, 0 woaderful moderation! 8 


* 


A ; 


With a good lady, Sits anger a good word ne 
Who 2 knew what belong d ro coachmen, ohnen 
or pages; 3 
But every quarter paid her old gran their 1 wages, tin 
And kept twenty or thirty _ men in blue e coats and 


badges. i 
| Moderation, & c 2 


With an old library fill'd fall of learned old books, 
And a reverend old chaplain, you might know kim 
by his looks, 
An old hy hatch worn off the old hooks, Win 
And a yood old kitchen, that maintains half a dozen 


* Sehe 
M oderation, &c. 


Re 2 


With an old ball hung round with: © ure Pikes, an 
„ os, 111 76 261 245% Ns 
An old frize coat to cover bis Worſhipte trunk hoſe, 
| And a cup of good old cry to n his copper 
# © "Boſecr 5 bee, 1 
22 BET: een. 2 Ny | Moderation, &c. ; 


With a good old cuftom whey Chriſtmas is come, 
To de in his neighbours 12 r and drum; FO 


2 103 


— 


8 [ 8 1 . . 
And have good cheer enough i in every old bm, 


And liquor enough to' make a cat peak, and a wiſe 
man Guan. 3 


Moderation, 


: Wich an old bh. a Falconer, and a pack of _ 

: hounds, 1 
With which he ne'er bunted but on his own grounds; „ 

For he like a wiſe man kept himſelf within bounds, 

And when he dy'd left each child a good old thouſand 


e 1 
Moderation, be. 
Then to «bi eldeſt fon his leaſh at land he affign d, : 
Charging him in 5 will. to be of 25 ſame bountcous 
mind; 5 
But in the end you mall Ns 3 has was  inclin'd,... 


And den has good * ere precepts behind, 
i 80 Alteration, 2 | 


Like a young gallant who had juſt taken poſſeſſion of _ 
his land, 

| He took up a thouſand pounds upon his own bond. 

Kept a brace or two creatures at his own command, 

And Ws at taverns till he could neither ft 1 


ſtand... 
Alteration, 1 


With a new er. who was freſh and fair, 

And never knew what belong d to bouſe keeping or 
e 7 

Who . : dozen. or to of fans to play the wantan, 


And Half ; 4 s dreſſes made of borſes manes and — 
| on gan] bays rao” © Za 
FI: 1 | Alteration, K. 


— 


wich a new N ſtuff d full "of pamphlets and plays, 
And a new-faſhion'd fort of a chaplain, who {wears> # 
ney than he prays ; | „ 


* 


* 


. 
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Alſo 2 new buttery hatch that opens bur once in bee 


or fix days, 
And a large kitchen ſtor'd with nothing but kickſhaws 


and toys. 
—  Alceration, &c. 


With a new ball built juſt vin the old one ſtood, 
In which was never fecn fire, either of turf, coal, or 


wood ;. 


fe was hung round with pictures which did the poor 15 


little 


The ſubjeAs whereof u were all yo and lewd. 


——— wad | 
With a a new faſhion wha Chriſimas i is come, 
In a-poſt-chaiſe for London we muſt be gone, 
And leave nobody at home but our new porter, John, 
Who relieves the poor with a thuwp on the back with 


2 Lone. 5 | 
„ Alteration, Ke. 


Wick a new A 815 perſon to adven; 


In order to attend my Lord's levee in the morn: 


tr horfe-racing, gaming, maſquerades and plays, 


The young RE conſumes health, wealth, and days, 
E Alteration, &c. 


3 are bought ka his father's old gold, TE 

ann many _ his father's good old manors were 
. ſold, eds 

Which is the reaſon moſt men do hold, 


That open houſe-keeping i ne a-days grown ſo: very 


cold. 


| Alteration, alteration, Oh! wonderful alteration. : 


— 8 
Y * 


Ss. 


#5 1 
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8 5 een 
THE wanton god, who PETS wha I "0 
Dips in gall his pointed darts, _ 
But he” nymph difdains to pine, 5 
Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 
Farewel lovers when they 1 
I I'm ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd, 4.4 4 = "5 
Sure the ſqueamiſh fopp are free | = So ol 
To rid me of dull coliſiany | cr 


They have charms, whilſt mine can © Slate; 3 | 
1 love them much, but more my eaſe ;, ; Vos. I oe ; 


No jealous fears my love moleſt, t. : 
Nor faithful vows ſhall break my reſt. 8 ee Fug: 
Why ſhould they e'er give me ie. ä 
Who to give me joy diſdain we po, 1 
All I hope of mortal na , 5: 5-4 4 48 of 
ot to love me while he can. o 


, bf ; - » 4 
- = * 8 * * 2 : 
i 3 F 7 : o 
£4. I : K p = 4 2 #8 4 * 
= - 


N — — 505 3 i451 77 a 7 — 55 
EF 
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Sung in the Agreeable gern + 109837 WT 


I. the choice of a uſbhahd us widows are ige, 12 


I'd not have a man who'd grow old ina SS 7 


Not a bear, or a monkey, à clown, of a fop, . + 
Bat aus char can-baſtls 4 UNI YN —— 
IF SlLY 1 2 


A log I'd avoid, when I'm choofi my lad, 
And. a ſtork that might gobb le on Ui 


buds r 


- 


Her looks they were ſo mild, 


"F 134 1 
Buch ſuitors I've had, fir but off they might bop, 
I want one that « can buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. © - 


The lad in my eye is the man to my mind, 


So handſome, ſo young, ſo polite and fo kind; 


With ſuch a g ſoul to the altar I'd pop— 


He's one that e can n buſtle and ſtir i in my ſhop. 


deere e erer = 
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HE laſs of Patie's mill, | 
So bonny, blithe, and gay, 45 


In ſpite of all my ſkill, 


ath ſtole my heart away. 


When tedding of the hay 


Bare headed of the green, 
Love *midſt her locks did play, 
And wanton'd i in her "7,7" 


— 


Fer arms, White, round, and ſmooth, 


Breaſts rifing in their dawn; 3 925 e 
To age it would give youth, ö 165 0 e 

To preſs em with his hand. 4 
Thro? all 9 ſpirits ran 


When N . 


W in dh. 


Without che help of art, 2 
Like flow*rs which grace he wild 5210 8 f, MF 


She did her ſweets i impart, 5 5 


Whene er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'g. | 4 „ 
Free from affected 5 bn 240 
She me to love beguil” R e 0 5 
I d he er in bee e 2 
* * for RY, drt . 2 :a* uf TP 44 416. 

i Oka | 


20 * 


1 13s, Þ 
0 had I all that wealth 45 
_ . Hoptoun's high mountains an, 5 l 33 
Inſur d long life and health, $755 88 
And pleaſures at my, 1 will; ; 5 
I'd promiſe and fulfil, 55 
That none but bonny W 1 nw; ; 
'Th The laſs of Patie's mill, „ 
Should a e with me. ore rep or 
| 1 0 oy Bu * > 226 {IBS > 
| Sung i in the Tavelfth N. * | 


= imperfect | 18 expreſſion, Pod 15 50.7 e 19f 


Some emotions to impart! 87524} 9433 3Þ 

When we mean a ſoft confeflion, © / "Dots > wen 

And yet ſeck to hide the Dear! ? ati 3008 

When our boſoms, all complying, (ö 5 
With delicious tumults ſwell, 


And beat, what broken, falt' ring, dying {Pl 


Language would, but news en, f, wi: 4) 
Deep confuſion's roſy terror, 0% id ori 


C3 


— 


Quite expreſſive paints my Tcek, 8 . 
| Aſk no more behold your errorz 15 


Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak. 


What tho” filent in my anguiſh, */ 85 XI ere 


Or breath'd only to the air: 


Mark my eyes, and as they languith, e 
; Read what yours bare, written — 8 15 
O, chat you e conceive. me! „ 1 
| Cn my heart's ſtrong feelings view! 10 * TORE 17 
Love has nought more fond, belieye me; . 150 * —_ 


32 7% 


2 nothing half ſo true. ECL | 3 36 


From you I am wild defpairing, | bes 1 * 


With your ſpeechleſs as 1 en . TEE 
This is all that bears declaring, | 1 
e too mchte... 


$7" 2 58] t 370i i 4 * Hewes "Ke. 


" 
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„„ 
- Sung in the Watermas. | 
TT HEN farewell my trim built wherry, 
Oars, and coat and badge farewell, 
Never more at Chelſea ferry, ES 
— om Thomas take a ſpell. | - 
5 + 1 Then farewell, Ke, 
But to hope and peace a e, l an HOY 
In the battles heat I go, nid not 232” 


Where, expoſs'd to ey'ry danger, = 
Some e ball ſhall dey me low. 


Then eue. a6. g 


Then mayhap, when Wanne unde hs feering, Ss 
With the news my meſomates-come,, - TU Gas 
Even you my ſtory hearing, „ 


| With a figh may cry poor n 
1 Than ron, Pg 
— 1 | ; WAY 64 Ne een | 1 
. FY 1 1 3 7 va 4- £4 ith 
7 22 in the rue of Eee . 
Len Miſs Bertler af Faurballs. 26 0. 
GOFTLY feet the 'winures.glide, 11 
With tuneful Damon by my fi A rico "4 
His ſongs delight the liſtening. e N 011 


For mufic is the voice of n 5711 a 411 
: When moon- icant glitter o'er . | 


How Iyer his Ig when love's the theme; 1 | 


4 137 + 


His plaintive notes the n mp phs approve, 
For muſic is the voice 


— 


WF h 44. dme his lays, * * 
While ſoft and ſweet he ſings my ns 
The tender tale I muſt approve, 


For muſic is the voice of love. 27101 ARS 
| Loy es $M 
a „ 336@143 3 A 
pI ? . x 4 E 
— — — a T a. ©. A. . 4 # * = c 
*. * d 4 : ; 54% 
| 5X 369310] 4th 
8 0 * 0. su u 


8 "A 
BY the gaily-circling . xd 
We can ſee how minutes paſs 1 . „ Muc OS 
By the hollow caſk are old [Lk 3 RISER. 
How the waning night grows old, e 
og eie 
Soon, . FF 
Drives us from our {| plays "8, 
What have we with day to-do-7' 7 + a9 0D 
Page of cart enn _ 12135 rrebealer c ? 
'& 1 77 41 3 * = 


* E4 4 . 8 
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* r — 89 —_ . , 4 0 * * - 
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Wy 0 N 1. N e 
. in The F „ of a po. 


0 the winds, to the waves, to the woods I 
complain, 


Ah! wells. dan, my poor Sy ART 


They hear not my ſighs, and they enen 80 f a 1 hy! 


Ah, ellas ay ! r poor Wanne e 


To the ſun's morning ſplendor: the Pen ia bes 
Ah, well-a-day ! my poor heart; 2 
But 1 dare not worſhip where I pay my rows, 6 K. 


1 * 1 5" Poor: heart. * 22 
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JARK forward! away, my brave boys, to the 
chace, 
o the joys that ſweet exerciſe, Fields s 
T he bright a+ morning breaks on INS 
And invites to the ſport, of the fields. 


Hark forward's the cry. and cheerful the morn, 
Then follow the hounds and ayes 182 | 
No muſic can equal the hounds in full er); 
Hark! they open—then haſten away ; 
DOieer hill, dale and valley, with yigour we fi 
Nn e the ſports of the day. 
9 0 Hark bd ah eg. 5 &G 


a With the f 5 of the field no. joys can compare, 
5 the rn light footſteps we trace 
Me run down dull ſloth, 4 j we diſtance old cars, 
34 eee we v'crtake in the chace. a 
7% Hark forward's the ery, bee. . 
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5 Sung 5 Mrs. Kennedy, | 


HEN Werter fair Charlotte beheld,” 
20 As ſhe danc'd with the nymphs on the green, 
He thought ev*'ry maid ſhe enkel, N 
And he prais'd the foft grace of her mien 3 3 
But all her accompliſhments known, Is 
__ Gentle Werter began to adore; * © _ 
He fighs for a heart not her own, . = 46-3 
And the-; Joys of poor Werter are oer. 
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| Tho- vows os fair Charlotte en 4, 2 | 
As a fnend” e D 
Her ſmiles oft his ſorrows affuag'd, 
While pity has dropt #Toft tear; 

Urg'd by love, he grew bold, and ſhe ery'd, 
MWMerter leave me, and Tee me no more; : 
He figh'd—he obey!d—and he dy d. 


4 


Then the ſorrows oy even deplore. 1 597 
TI {£3 fi . 1 241 Ie wil 
| Ye nymphs, let not Capid deceive, . 157 7.5 I 81 1 * 
Under pity's ſoft garb 125 his dart, N 
Werter's ſorrows are laid in the graves. fn!) vdft © 
While pity till wrings Charloite's hearts. ak 


And oft o'er his grave. has ſhe cry'd, 1 
While wich flow irets ſhe deck'd it all oben fo 1 
He ſaw me he lov'dand he dy d. 
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 Londre I Was ta lor nice, : « [ 193 4 E. 4 L= 4 2, 
And work for Lor ſo gays. ria a, 


Hle never beat 5 Prices i 152 Nis 211 
But den he. never pay 3 9 ä | 7 
From Lor I could no 7 get, FR 

My . 5 en nj 45 Fo 15 AE 2518305 


| EL © - $$3 337 1 
Vid trick on ea. 4 Ei ny Lor, | S 2 
He'volid No N 1 0 5 : 
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And ladies all.my {kill adore, | e 
Ven cock in g afs 1 Hobt. aa Oo te een 

ä De Britiſh guinea cena, N. * W Dy: | 4 
My pocket to recruit: 

I ſhirt it off by fight of dend „ 128 eee e 
8 off by light of boot, „ 
FAVE SONG. 


. 


* - 


* 

*- : N 
54 « 
» * => * 
q * 
* ” C þ * 'S a 
. 
a 0 . * 2 / os 
* 


7 * - 
FT $a P £ 
943 5 8 Z . 
— . « 9 * 
- ” 3 * 
- 2 1 
= ga 
4 1 f = * * 
83 5 oF x MM. 
— 4 - # £ 
" ST r 
+ a * 
7 1 E 


| Sung # i Bain 


ROM tyrant laws nai cuſtoms a, n 
We follow ſweet variety 

1. turns we drink, and Hance, and fing .. = 
ime for ever on the wing. eee e 


Why mould nig ey rules! . geb =} 
"Tranſports of : e jovial ſoul 5 HY e Tt th 
No dul, ſtinting hours we o., 


gx 


3 7% 12 1 8 —x 

Pleaſure counts bur time ane fare nee FF". 
eK 3 55 185 
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Bag 5 Mrs. Kennedy, is te Poor Soldeer.. 


"OW happy the ſoldier who lives on his pay, 
And ſpends „ 
et fears > 7 wg ide warrant, or bum, 


with: the rowltof is 
With A row-de-dows, de. 


He cares not a bee how the work? goes, 
The king finds him — and quarters, and clochers 
He laughs at all ſorrow, whenever it comes, | 
| _ rattles away with the- rowl of the drums: 2 


Ns 5 With my ee. 4 | 
The drum is bis glory, his joy and delight, 
It leads him to pleaſure. as well as 00 8 


ht . 
No girl when ſhe hears it, tho? ever ſo glum, 


121 packs ub her —_— and follows, the drum: * | 
| * my row. de- dou, & c. | 
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But pays all his 
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UHE tag thro? the Tore, \ When Toüs d y a 
> ("4 ares: * CF7FTFCCC OOODOREENIKN 
Sore frighted, bigh bounding, flies wretched, forlorn, 


Quick panting, heart veg the hounds now in 


view, ; 


Speed doubles ! ſpeed doubles! they eager purſue, 


* 1 @& 37 


But eſcapes hunters; anche ut; 8 
Forgetting paſt evils, with freedom he roves: 
Not fo in His foul ho from tyrant love flies, will . 
The N ny 7 228 r 1069 A 
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HE moment Aurora peep'd.i into my om, 
I T put on iny clothes and Lcall'd for my groomos 
Will Whiſtle by . had uncoupled the 8 
Who, lively: and-enettleſome, friſk'd'o'er the, 6 ground 
The horſes were ſaddled, fleet * and Grey, 


Seam Aire en de Zla lad ound, 


* 
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It was now by the clock: about 3 igghe morn, "| © 
When we all gallop'd-off to che d of the horn; 
Dick Garter, Will Tabble, and Tom at the Gbofe, 
When all on a ſudden out ſtarts Miſtreſs Puſs: 
Men, horſes and do e not a moment Would 310 
And Echo was hear "OO! Ry, rk away 
n BL 512 1 74 PE 
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The: chape was” a fine one · ſhe took o'er the 4 
Which ſhe doubled, and doubled, and doubled £45. J 


Till at length ſhe took cover, return d out of breath, 
And I and Will Whiſfle where in at the death: 
Rey: intfmamph of joy I the hy did diſplay, 


y'd to In my bo hark, 2 Ren 
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7 The Honey Moon. 1 5 f 


e n * . 


1 8222 5 56. . Mrigbten, at aua halt. 
row] you know, my good friends, What the 


Sh heney-moon is Zain 2107 
How long in duration, how perfect in bliſ ss, 
A proof may be found, and a ſample be ſeen; MER. 
In ſome boarding-ſchool couple juſt left 'Gretna-groe. | 
My deareſt, my duck, . | 
os 7 My ſweeteſt, my chuck ; 
0 Kitty? s an angel, her Billy # . 
| hips crack, glafſes Single, 
While e ghs intermingle; aut i 
N And gn aſs d goes niddi nod; 
ey Vollen oetorr mt TI T 
Ober Khey e gel 2nd Billy ths r 1 4 
: „ SOLO L. Tt; 1 1 
Papa's and mama's forty tempe nes 3 r 
Bri right Bloomfbury-f — hind This couple at laſt! 
In three weeks ee. how pleaſures. will . 
Neglect hurts the raps wg and time cools the boy. 
| | 8 to roam, "> 2114 mou P30 $£: 7. 11 
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MNVaam you're never at dome! 9 1 Aw. 
| A path ſo ve xatious no wife ever trod af be 3” 
My torment my curſe; U £19 A oz y; 


TT, Hou are ou are worfes 24! 17 


While id flies fro a quarrel ſq ad 
Cup! 1 Wh a, 5 ; nod, Ye. 


| Gag Min is no angel, and 10 no g 
ale 2 


* 4 


Le 1431 IH 


Co route bies the 7. d gambling ges 1 aſter, 
To part from each other ne zer couple We Je after 17 
While raking at night, and diſtraction at non. Jin 


Soon cloſe all the joys of, the; ſweet, bone yen. A 


Bleeding hearts, aching heads, + 
- 1 ++ Sep'rats tables and beds, . bv" m"—_— 


| Render wedlock's ſweet countenance 
ommons, 


Then hey for a ſummong 
From grave Doctors 
While procicry and parchments go niddity nod, 1 5 
N 1585 7 & | 
 O'er Ky the angel, and barn the e oy 4 : 
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"The Sailor? . e 
124 7 
HE 7 crew their ſails unbending, hs, 
The ſhip in harbour fafe arriv'd;.. © rh A 2 
Jack Oakum, all his perils ending 10 1 


Hag wage the port where Kitty 18. 1 5 Tn z 


His rigging—no one hre attack f it, MY A 155 N 
Ti igging= and aft, above, below: © 1 T3 
Long-quarter'd ſhoes, check ſhirt, blue Necker, 
And trowſers like the driven ſnow. HT r e 
His honeſt 900 wich haters glowing," rt vi 1 1 | 
He flew like lightning to the fide; - H l p L 
Scarce had they been a boat?s ef roning, n 
Fels his irey be eſpy d. 7 5 


A flowing pendant gaily gutter d + 7 7 8 
From her neat-made hat of — Sars . * 
Red was her cheek when firſt ſhe ain So 8 
It was her failor in, ſaw. 7 ike ir 


\ and 
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White, ſecure 25 all e 1287.9 Es = 22 


Swife as z ball from a nine pounder, 5 
„ een NE 2 cther's m. M eee OC 


wy” 


©- | a | # 3 1. g FS © 2 2. 9 72 ve þ l = F £7 
* 8 * 31 2 a 2 Y *# ©® „ = 
« . + : 1 * * 22 . 1 2 


5 s * 68. 2551 2 
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to London firſt I came, 
7 = ard country. booby, . 
3% I gap p'd and ſtar'd, and did — ſame 
As ev'ry other looby: FEE 


Wich countenance demurely ſet, 


I doff'd my hat to all I met, 15 
With—“ Zir, vour e ſervant „ 


r F 
And, protid of fuch a bleſſin ie IS” ES. 
The joy and buſineſs of my bogs « er. 5 El 

Was killing and careſſing. , Og 

Twas—“ charmer; ſweetingd ek f nd dove!” 
And I, o'er head and ears in love, WEE 

Was Cupid's kumzie aer M10 on. 19 


f 2 . Cn 
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But when the honey - mon was paſt, 
Adieu to tender fpeethes'Þ #54 POM bn. 
Ma'am lov'd quadrille, and loſt too net 
I ſwore Pd.wear the breeches. ror * FER 11 2 165851 21.1% 
1 _—_ CE hates: 11 = E 
Adieu, cries—the party waits — 519 
My dear, your bomble franc! 1114 = 10100 


She s gone, poor girl! and i mr cot, | 


„„ 
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14 4. 1 4 # 
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With friend nee eg 12 ere 

I'd envy not. a higher lot, 1201 F B: 
The tedious hours + boguilangz | GH ar 11. 
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2 . F- | 1 
If Care peeps in, I'm buſy then, 2 e 840 BB 

I N call again, Ee F* 8 
And am his * ſervant. 5 8 | = 


Since life” 8 4 jeſt, as "wiſe ones fay, 
is bes El in laughing; | 
And come what frowning cares there may, N 
My antidote is quaffing T 
I'm ever jovial, gay and free, —_ 
For this is my philoſophy ; RT 


And Wan A re ſervant. - e fd 4 5 
| Y s o N 6. | 
\ The Anfever to Ma Chere Ani. | 
"+ __ 


A es ami! let not deſp air 
Your boſom fill with anxious care, 
Who.e heart's ſo open, mind ſo free ca. 
1711 think of him. who thinks F = 


57 1 Machere ami, 


: q 


" 


Charge not a tender virgin ';s flame 5 
With rudeneſs, to confeſs the ſame; 

Oh ! pardon all the faults you ſee, E 52 
Aud think of her who thinks of thee, 


M chere ami. 
1 1 


Then let us to the church fncline,. | 

And Hymen wait our hands to join ; Ng SS 
For ever after happy be, e 3, 
I bleſs'd with you, and you with we. #04 oo, 


2 Ma chere: ami. 
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75 of - — e | 45 
8 right Phabus, © SE 
RIGHT Pheebus has mounted the 3 of day, 7 
And the hounds and the horns call each ſportſ- | 
: man away 
Thro? woods and thro? meadows with ſpeed x now they 
bound, | 
While health, rofy health, i is in 8 found. 
Fark away is the word, fo the ſound of the horn, 
And echo, blithe An, makes jovial the morn. 


Fath hill and each valley is lect to view, 5 
While puſs flies the covert, and dogs quick purſue; 
Behold where ſhe flies o'er the wide ſpreading plain, 


| While the loud opening pack purſue her amain. 
Hark way, dc. 


: At n puls 18 e and . panting for breath, 
And the ſhout of the huntſman's a ſignal for death. 
No joys can compare to the ſports of the field. 


To ng all paſtimes and pleaſures muſt yield. 
| Ha g &c. 
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Sung by Mr. E dwin, in the P eruvian. 


OUN DS, ſhillings, pence, and farthings, 
/ I have at my finger's end, | 
5 And how to ſell, and how to buy, 
Io borrow or to lend: 
But this, fince I felt birch at ſchool, 
My pate has run upon, 
Addition be my golden rule, 


Ha! dot an carry one. 1 
At 


Fo . 147 1 8 : | 2 

: a loſs and gain a : ſoholar goons”. (913565. $653 yOP $2 | 
Full early was taught... 
To gain of guineas all I couͥ dd | 


To loſe the devil a groa {9D 
At fractions and divifions When | c i 
Hard knocks where la His. „ 1 


Subtraction was my practice then, 
Ha! dot and carry on.. . 
But words no more PII numerate, 13:04 405 21 na 
And thus ſum-total lies ; . 2 ul 
Of terms Ie not an acre bae . = 

Reduction I deſpiſe: 7 FR 1711494 , 
And ſince cockade and roguiſh ee | 
Miſs Clara's heart has won, n OR > Ol 
It you're refoly'd to multiply, __ Wnt) = 

| Ha! dot and carry e 14's 11 $34 00 206 a WvF 3 
8 0 N G. 3. 
-: 143 Royal Sailors 446460808» 
3 Sung by Mrs. Kennedy. 
HE . of Old England, France, eie, and. 
Spain, 

: Made bold by indulgence; infulred the main; 3 
The flag of defiance together unfurl'd, i 
And at England, Old England, their vengeance they | 

| hurl'd ; 

When Neptune aroſe from his watery throne, 26:1 op E cn 

In a coral-clad ſuit he moſt beautiful ſhone, - 3 re 
He call'd for his Tritons, and bade them repair 
To the court of great Gerte for young William 

was there : i 
He's royal, he's noble, and choſen by mer 49 
This ifle to n and reign e of the lea, 6; 664 
; H 2 5 5 8 * 85 O- + | 


2 2 CPP PF 
O'er-joy'd at the meſſage, the youth rear'd his head 
PII fight like a prince, were the words that he ſaid; 
The cauſe of my country I'll boldly eſpouſe, 

To the ſea l am wedded, and give her my. vows; 
With Rodney, with Digby, with Roſs L will go, 
And die but I'll conquer each infolent fo: 

The Tritons reported the words that he ſaid. 

And Spain heard the plaudits by Neptune then paid: 
He's royal, he's noble, and choſen by me, 
Britain's iſie to protect, and reign prince of the ſea. 


. The Dons they have felt the effects of his rage, GW 
No more with blood royal they'll dare to engage; 
For he ſtood on the deck with his naked drawn ſword, '_ 
And by the bold Digby he paſſed the word : a. 
Humanity touch'd him, tho? not with baſe fear, 
When one noble ſhip was blown up in the air; 
_ His courage gives rapture to each jolly tar, 
Who look on Prince William their bulwark in war : 
He's royal, he's noble, and choſen to be rm; 
The guard of this ifle, and the prince of the ſea. 
OSSSSSSEELISIINSIISSS$$$4 454 $4$$4$ 444+ | 
% 
I feveet*s the Love that meets Return. 
| Sung by Mrs, Kennedy, a: Vauxhall, © 
2 HEN firſt 1 kenn'd young Sandy's face, , | 
VVV He ſung and look'd wy fic a grace, b 
He ſtole my heart, but did na” care, 
The lad he lov'd a laſs more fair; 


And oft I ſung o' er brae and burn, 
Ho ſweet's the love that meets return. 


He lov'd a laſs wi' fickle mind, „„ 
Was ſometimes cauld, and ſometimes kind, | 
Which made the love- ick laddy rue, 

For ſhe was cauld when he was true, 


He 


T 'Þ 


He Wund and ſung: o'er brae and burn, 
How ſweet's the love that meets return, 
One day a pretty wreath he twin; d. 
Where cowllips and ſweet lay? rocks join'd, 
To make a garland for her hair 
But ſhe refus'd the gift ſae fair; ee n, 
This ſcorn, he cry*d, can ne'er be borne, ell 7 HOT. 
But ſweet” 8 the love that meets return, 


N 25 
. 


# HS 4 


| Juſt then he niet my tel]-tale een, 
And trueſt love is ſooneſt ſeen ; ; \; 5 
Dear laſs, ſaid he, my heart 1 is thine, — a. 
For thy ſoft wiſnes are like mine 1% 
Now Jenny in her turn may mourn, no” 1633 ah 
For ſweet's the love that meets return. furs 0 


My anſwer was bold, a * kind, * een” F of 
J lov'dthe lad, and told my mind; | 
To kirk we went wi” hearty glee, +. 2 
And wha ſae bleſt as he and me . 
Now blithe we fing o'er brae and burn, 

How ſweet's the love that meets return. 


S O . SWD. 
Fa N 
Milliam and Caroli e. 


Sung 2 Mr. Mahon. 


WAS at the break of a2 we ſpy 'd 
The fignal to unmoor, © © 
Which Beeplefe Caroline deſery'd, g 
Sweet maid, from Goſport ſhor em: 
The freſh'nir: g Yale at length aroſe,” Ne Z 
Her heart began to ſwell, N 
Nor cou'd cold fear the thought oppoſe, . 
Of . me farewell! 


5 by 5 | In 


ü 
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Soon too ſhe found her William” 8 birth, 


Should conqueſt, in fair form array'd, 


[150 ]. 
1n open boat, the maid of worth 
Soon reach'd our veſſel's tide, 


"wo. 
Ef 


But ſought me not to chide 
Go, ſhe exclaim'd— for fameꝰs a cauſe. 
A female ſhould approve ; 


For who, that's true to honour's laws, 


Is ever falſe to love! 


heart is loyal, favs to fear, 
1 om will 1 it ever fail, | 

Tho? war's unequal wild career 
Should William's life affail : 


| Tho? death 'gainſt thee exert his ſway, 


Oh ! truſt me, but the dart £ | 
That woundeth thee. will find its A T 4 
To Caroline? 8 true heart. | N 


Thy loyal efforts crown, | 

In Goſport will be found a maid, 
That lives for thee alone.— 

May girls, with hearts ſo firm and: true 
To love and glory's cauſe, | 


; Meet the reward they have in view, 5 


The ** of free applauſe, 


s O N 6. 


Beg in the Spaniſh R Rivals 
OIL L. the lark fiads repoſe 


ln the full waving corn; 
And the bee on the roſe, 


T ſurrounded with thorn: q1 bor oh 
f Never 


— * 
- & — 


4 ; | 
: 1 I I . 2 . * ; 
5 — R * 1 : . 
. _ 7 
1 7 4 1 * 


Never robb'd of their eaſe. 1 
They are thoughtleſs and free ;- - 
But no more gentle peace 8 


Shall eber harbour with me. 
Still the lark finds repoſe, Re. 


1 


Still 1 in 9 of delight, FEAR 7 Ts 
Ev*ry pleaſure they VVV 
Ne'er tormented by pride, 5 
Or the flights of fond love. | £7 
| Still the lark finds repoſe, 8 Ne. 8 


[Us O N G. „ 
Sung in Midas. . e 
OVELY nymph, aſſuage ny anguiſh, 


At your feet a tender ſwain 
Prays you will not let him languiſh; 3 
One kind look would eaſe his pales: 2426.45 


Did you know the lad that cours 1 
You, he not long need ſue in vain n 
Prince of ſong, of dance, of ſports, | "2 
Jou ſearce will meet his BY again. 


Nb X 
oh eds Rik.” ; 320 5 


HE twins of Latona, ſo kind to my boon, | 
Ariſe to partake of the chace; 
And Sol lends a ray to chaſte Dian's fair moon, 
And ſmiles to the ſmile of the face. 
For the ſports I delight in, the bright Queen of Lan.” 
With myrtles my brows ſhall adorn, _ 
While Pan breaks his chaunter, and Kalke i in the | 


rove, 


ker by 4 the ſound of the horn. e 
„ i 


EW 
The * are ab and fweet is their cry, 
Let ſweeter the notes of ſweet Echo's reply: 


Hark forward, my honies, the game is in view, 
But love is the game that I wiſh to purſue, 


The ſtag from the chamber of woodbine- N out, 
| His ſentence he hears in the gale ; ; 
Vet flies, till entangled in fear and in doubt, 
His courage and conſtancy fail. 
Surrounded by foes he prepares for the fray, 
Deſpair taking place of his fear: 
With antlers erected, awhile ſtands at bay, 


{Then ſurrenders 2 life with a tear. 
85 ITS: The dogs are, c. 


.. 


* 


8 0 * 0." 
Sung by Mr. Sedgwick, at the Anacreontic Ag. 


O baniſh life's troubles, the Grecian old fie 
TE Preft the fruit of the vintage oft into the bowl, 
Which made him forget all the cares of old age; 
At bloom'd 1 in his 95% and made happy his ſoul. 
While here we are found, 
Sf Put the bumper around, 1 
5 Tis the liquor of life chat each care can contoul. , 


* 


Tbis jovial biloſ her taught that the ſun 
Was thirky, and often drank deep of the main; 
That the planets would tipple away as they run, 


„ . TFhe _—_— wanted moiſture, and ſoak'd rain. 


While here we are found, 
: Put the bumper around, . 
'Tis the liquor of life, and why ſhould we refrain. 


Its virtues are known both in war and in love, 
The hero and lover alike it makes bold; 
Vexations in life's buſy day *twill remove, 
Delightful alike to the young and the old. 


- 
” 
8 
— 


While 


L 153 TE 
While here we are found, br e 
Put the bumper around, „ 


That every ill may by wine be controul'd. 


FEESISSSSECESSSEECES SEES ES | 
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Sung by. Mr. Sick in the Denno. By 1 1 
» 


| IVE Iſaac the nymph who no bee can 1 at, 
But health and good humour to make hey his : 
toaſt; | 
If ftrai ght, I don't mind whether flender o or fag 
And fix oor or four, we'll ne 'er quarrel for that. 


Well ne er, Sc. 1 


| Whate' er her nga I vow I Jo! t care, 

If brown,” 1 it is laſting, more pleaſing if fair; 1 
And tho? in her cheeks I no 8 ſhould ſee, 
Let her ſmile, and each del 1 is a dimple to me. | 


Let her looks be the "eddeft PP ever was ſeen, gg 
And her eyes ma be—faith _ colour but green ; _ 
For in eyes tho? fo various the luſtre and hue, | 
I [wear I've no choice, only let her have two. 


- 8 : OED Ons let her, Seng 1 


- 


* 


*Tis true I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth I own are genteeler than black; 
A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 
But I my deſire - ſhe mayn't have-a beard. 


She =_ . Se. "<2 


=. 5ONG. 


1 , * 4 


E 


4 * at Ranelagh. © 5 


HE ſmiling morn, the lowing ſpring, - 
Invite the cheerful birds to fing; _ £3 

And, while they warble on each Pray, „„ 
Love melts che univerſal la 
Let us, Amanda, timely c/o 
Likethem improve the bour that flies, 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 
Among the e of Endermay. 


For ſoon che winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear; 
At this th living bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade: 5 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather*d ſongſters are no more; 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu the birks of Endermay. | 


Behold the hills 5 vales 64 

With lowing herds and flocks abound 

The wanton kids, and friſking lambe, 

Gambol and dance about their dams 3 

The buſy bee with humming noiſe, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice; 55 
Loet us, like them, then = and play, . 
About the en us mrs” 62H : | 


* : : _ 
* o 


8 0 N G. „„ 
| Homeward Bound. 


OOSE « ev? ry ail tothe breeze, © AS 
The courſe of my veſſel 1 improve; e © ark, 
I've done with the toils of the ſeas, LAY +: 
| Ye failors! I'm bound to my love. 
Since Emma is true as ſhe's fair, . Ee 
- My grief I fling all to the wind; Berk 2 
"Ts a pleaſing return for my care, 
M miſtreſs 1 Is conſtant Nr kind. 


My ſails are » aft Fl to 5 1345 
What tropic-bird ſwifter can move? 

Who, cruel, ſhall hold his career, 
That returns to the neſt of his love ? 


Hoiſt « ev "ry an 1 the breeze, | n 
Come ſhipmates, and join in the fong : 
Let's drink, while our ſhip cuts the ſeas.” „„ 
To the gale that 8 drive her ONE | * 


78 | Sweet Robingnte. "Sy 22 275 5 
3 8 by Ur, Lacledan;” | 8 yy a | 27 
\WEET, ſweet Robinette, all the W declare, 


They never yet ſaw ſo enchanting a fair; 'Þ 


5 T he \wains all admire her, no mortal : as ) 
Has e e ver e a girl like my ſweet Robinctt®, 


W 
_— 


— 5 . 8 
> 


g F : * » , 
* 1 6 = Her 
— 4 g , - ,4 — 
- - N 5 ; - . 7 


. * 


— 


N 
Her eyes they would melt you, her cheeks they diſcloſe 
The beautiful tint of the pale bluſhing roſe; 


The nymphs full of envy, do nothing but fret, 2 
To fee all the ſwains figh for ſweet Robinette. 


All nature ſcems PT, as ſhe trips it along, 
Her ſmiles.make the lark ſwell his rapturous fong ; - 


The ſhepherds their cares and their labour forget, 5 


To gaze on the charms of my ſweet Robinette. 


So gentle her manners, they ſoften the ſage, | 
She's the May-day of youth, and the Summer of age; 
I love her adore her, I'll venture a bet, 
You ne'er ſaw a girl like my ſweet Robinette. 


„„ 0+ WS. 
| The Approach of May. 
- Written by Mr. Cunningham, 


HE virgin, when ſoftened by 7 
3 Attends to the villager's vows; 
The birds ſweetly bill on the ſpray, 
And poplars embrace with their boughs. 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, - 
 Ador'd for her beauty above; 
We ſhepherds, who dwell on the plain, 
Hail ay as the mother of love. 


From the =P as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine, 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwins. 
The pinks by the rivulet ſide, 
That border the vernal alcove, 
Bend doward to kiſs the ſoft tide ; 
F or NV is the mother of love. 


5 — | May 
939 


[ 1 = 
May tinges the butterfly's wing, | 
He flutters in bridalarray ; 


If the lark and the linnets now 2 | | 8 ET 8 2 


Their mufic is taught them by May: 
The ſtock-dove, recluſe with her mate, 13 

Conceals her fond bliſs in the grore; * 1 
And, murmuring, ſeems to repeat, ©; 547044 (AY 

That May is the mother of. anne 


a 
* . 


The goddeſs will viſit ye 8 %% n 
Fe virgins be ſportive and gay; | : 
Get your pipes, oh! ye ſheph 97 — in tune, ILL LES 
For mufic muſt welcome the %% 

Would Damon have Phillis mo s 

And all his keen anguiſh remove; 
Loet him tell a ſoft tale, and he'll find 
That May is the mother of love. 


* 


S 
Maria. Heat | 
© ompoſel by Mr. Moutes, 


"WAS near a thicket? s calm retreat, 9 
Under a poplar tre, ©: GE 
Maria choſe her wretched ſeat, 
To mourn her ſorrows free; 
Her lovely form was ſweet to view, 
As dawn at opening day, 3 
But ah, ſhe mourn'd, ber love not; 
And wept her cares AWBY « 


—— » 


The brook flow'd rently at her 8 5 n 
In murmurs ſmooth along e 
Her pipe, which once ſhe tun'd moſt ſet, | 

Had now r its beer. n £1 e 


* 
* 
x 1 
: * . * 
7 Wes : — 4 * - * O 2 
4 * 3 * 3 * * 


——  et —— = er —neyr nn ee 


= 14} 


No more to charm the vale ſhe tries; 277 72M 
For grief has fill'd her breaſt ; 2 | 

Thoſe joys which once ſhe us'd to t.. . 
But fore has robbꝰd her N | WTF 3 


Poor bo eſs maid ! 80 can behold. : 62 
Thy ſorrows ſo ſevere, Porter gf 
And hear thy "Wnt: ſtory told, 242 
Without à falling tear: 
M.,aria, luckleſs maid! adieu, | 
Thy ſorrows ſoon muſt ceaſe, | | 
For Heaven will take a maid ſo true BE Ee 
. 6 everlaſting Pre! 4 


[4 


WS, 
The Friend and Lover. 
Sung by Miſs Newman, at Vauxhall. 
I 'N told by the wiſe ones a maid I ſhall die; 
| They ſay I'm too nice, but the charge I deny: 
I know but too well how time flies along, 
That we live but few years, and yet fewer are young. 
But I hate tobe cheated, and never will buy 
Whole ages of ſorrow for moments of joy. 


I never will wed till a youth I can find, 
Where the friend a the lover are equally join'd. 


arn'd, orfoolifhily gays | | 
Orlaughing he has nothing to fay, 
To every fair bliging and free, 
But never be fond of any but me; 

In whoſe tender boſom my ſoul may OTIS ESE 

. Whoſe kindneſs may ny me, whoſe counſels can 


guide : 
Such a Footh I would marry, if wel I could , 


Where the friend and the lover are 5 , 


No pedant, tho; 


From 


5 =— 1 
From 1815 a dear 23 as here I deſcribe, 

No danger ſhall fright me, nor millions ſhould babe; 

But till this aſtoniſhing creature I know, -+ - © | 


I am ſingle and happy, and ſtill will be fo. 
You may laugh, an ſuppoſe I am nicer than wiſe, - 


* 


But I ſhun the vain fop, the dull coxcomb deſpiſe, _ 
Nor e'er will I wed "all a youth I can find, 
Where the — and che lover are W bud. 


8 0 N Ss 
| Lire Weddings „ eee | 
Song 5 Mrs. Wi Hiams, at the Theatre, Tonbridge Wal. 2 | 
Tune, Puſh about the Jorum.“ : 


I N G Oo, good friends, once more e 2 
His heart with joy elate, fir, _ EM 
In ſpite of all rude Cudden's ſneers, _ 3 
He ne'er repines at fate, fir : . 
For Cowſlip is my wedded wite, 
I eam a happy homus, . 
And live a multus bonus life 


In Domine Felix's domus. „ 7 
. T0 wy 


We trip to 5 nn” ſo bligh and gay, 
Our hearts were void of care, fir, 9 

Farmer Stump he led the way, : TREE 
John and Thomas too where there, fir; WES. 

My Cowſlip ſhe was dreſt ſo neat,  _ 
With mittens on her manus, . 

The bella mulier look'd as ſweet IN 
And lovely as a Canus. e 9 SH ONE. 


The 


160 * 1 8 

The ceremony Wo was done, 7 mag 
And then magnus and ſmall, fir, | 

Elate with joy ftrait-did return 

To Domane Feliz's hall, fir: 

A bonus dinner was prepar'd, - 

Which ſoon was ſet before 'em, 


The ruſtic Swains ne'er better far'd, p 
And I ſung © n 


Tol ol, bc. 
2 Stump cry'd« out, Encore,” | 

| (Claſping his Jug of Stinge,) 

Such chaunting ne'er was heard before, 
Braviſſimo! Good Lingo. 

Then by defire I ſung bow vow, 

The Farmer's bloated cheeks, fir, 

Swell'd out with. ſaying that as how 


_ He was not fond of Greek, fir! „„ 
| Tol lol, ke. . 


Such "WA laugh, went und the board, | 
While 1 my nectar quaffing,.— + 
Told Stump that, like an Aſs he roar'd by 
Which ſet the fawns a laughing. | 3 
A Latin Epitaph I ſung , N 

E xpreſſing of my joys, fir, | | 

With acclamations the Hall rung 
In giving me Frey fir. 


Tol lol, &c. 


1 call'd on Cowilip for a i 
(Since we were all ſo mellow) 
She ſmil'd—the Mulier then begun 
+ EO ſing the Charming Fellow. 
The ev'ning now was far advanc'd; 

So bidding each Good Night, fr, 
To bed we both together danc'd, 

And taſted true delight, . „„ 
ke Tol lol, &C, | 
_— . - 1 {My 


My ſong 1s ls. _ depend ** 
5 It hall be my fole endeavours, ECTS BY 

My Bonus Danke each one to ſend. : 
| For all your num'rous favours. 
If you acquit me with applauſe 30 

Twill chear me, and my Stingo * _ _— 

' Your ſmiles will make compleat t © Joy | 
Of Leute, and her Lnge. * 


"Tal wh, ＋ 


s Oo W G. 


4 fovmrite au. ng Sore, 
Sung by Mrs nir, a 7 mY + nal 1 


AR, an to the Wund of the bret net 


hors.” as th 
It invites to the chace, and awakens the morn z ; 
<9 Hark, &c. © £ $4] 4 e | 22 2 2 2 


Diana leads forward o'er mountain ad lain, 
While echo enraptur'd FE the blithe rain. 
. &C. 


et 4 


While Bacchus deprives us "of reaſon and wealth, 
The ſports of the field give both pleaſure and health; ; 
Such innocent paſtimes enſure us all joys,  __ 

Where no bus'neſs diſturbs, | no malice deſtroys : 
Diana leads forward o'er mountain and plain, 

While echo caraptur'd. l the blithe ien a. 
- Diana, &e. 


* 


— 


I 


SONG. 


N & :: 1s 
« Fa ar divided from my Mate,“ 

Fo 4 Favourite — 255 $7 
Bong in the Burletta of The Chop Hoe. 4 


BAR divided from my Mate, 
Griev'd his abſence long 1 MOUrn, _ 
Full of terror for his fate, a 
In vain I with for his return, 
Waft him ye propitious gales, -. 
O'er the main with crowded 147088 | 


Bring 12 from the hoſtile Krand, 

| To eaſe my fond, my forrow'd Kea | 

Bring him to his native land, . 2 
And again may we ne'er part, ; 

Watthim ye propitious gales, 

Ober the main with crowded 42855 


3 2 7 4 24 „ » 5 * 1 
% 


A New SONG. 


* 3 a 


- Wort; Nan ANnACREONTIC. 


FONOUR let the ſoldier chuſe, 
Let the drunkard call for wine, 
Be votion ſuits the dull recluſe, 
But be lovely Woman —_ 


What's the pomp of eaſtern world! 
What's the gold or diamond's ſhine ! 
Let misfortunes darts be hurl'd, 5 
If lovely Woman be but mine. 


* 163 1 2 


Each ſad remembranee Jeraſe 4401545 ieee 
When I kneel at beauty's Roots flee dr lt I 

Folded in the ſweet embrace 1 po OD 
Of lovely Woman! how ui $303.07, T2 


Bacchus fill may boaſt his pow'r, ; LE 47 e 7 
And the joys center'd in wine, " & £17. nh ef 
At other joys my fancy tours. AH 
That a Woman ee 15 mine. F 
5 N New SONG. E 
Tune, « The Moon had reach*d the higheſt hill.“ bs 
T2 N ymphs were met upon the Gren, - 2 
Each 'tended by her favourite youth, 773 
Who, by their Miſtreſs Beauty, charmid, 7% | 


Where whiſpering vows of love and truth, 
The Queen of Ni ight, bright Luna, . | 
And caſt her rays of filver light, | 
The ſprightly Dance had juſt begun, t 
And all was pleaſure and delig lt. 


When fad miſhap—how changed ke, : LS 
The ſprightly dance no more can charm, „ 
The clouded ſky, the veiled orb, n, 3 
| Foretold the dangers of a ſtorm. i 
The thunder roll'd, the lightnin Aab d, N 
The nymphs and ſwains were fill'd with ar, 27 
To think their joys ſo ſoon were daſſ d. 
By diſappointment ſo ſeycre. PVC 
With eager ſteps they 33 1. 3 : 
Each one protected by her ſwain, 417 ah 
The tempeſt now more ſiercer grew, | js 
They fo wiſh'd Leena ceaſe, but wild! in vain. 


Young 


— 


Who every emale charm poſſeſs d, 


* 164 i 


: Young He among the reſt, - 
With Sally, his intended — 


Strove to eſcape the furious tide. 


But oh! 1 what horror rent his heart, J "3 2 
- To ſee his Sally, lovely maidc. 
Torn by the lightnings forked dart, | 5 anda 37 
And lifeleſs ſtruck upon the ds 


And is ſhe gone the youth exclaim'd, 8 
MVy ſweeteſt girl, my lovely bride, 
- Then ſunk u 5 her lifeleſs corſe, 
* A ich, and . | 
FEEDS scesese ee 
1 N {hip 
Writes, compoſe, a ſung by Mrs. Wrighten, at at 
D © Fauxhall, 
| T HE miſt from the mountains proclaim'd it was ; 
3 
And the ſun chang'd the dew-drops to pearls on the 
"3 thorn; 


The pipe and the tabor now ſweetly did ſound, * 

While the birds in ſweet melody carol'd around; 

When the youth who at wreſthng laſt een won the 
rize, 

Gent! ty rap at my window, and bade me e ariſe ; J 

Tho” I lik'd his attention, I urg'd him to go, 

| And peeviſhly cried, -Don't keep eng me ſo. 3 


| My old maiden Aunt from, her chamber came n „ 


. What! flirting with Strephon! cried ſhe with a frown; 7 


You'd better attend to 3 dairy and reel, 
Than to thoſe who profeſs what they never can feel; 


I with you'd be wiſe and deteſt all the men; 
I will, Aunt, indeed, when I'm three Were and ten ; 


e 


— 


* b 4656 1 5 


If I find to Tu grave I a Maiden muſt go, FR 
Depend on 1 u Ae them for ae me e ſo. ys 


But ſo . is Serephon, "ris not to bk: 815 


He's juſt gain'd my promiſe to meet him next — 


* 


Where the nymphs and the being . wf with 


chaplets are ſeen. 1 . 


To hail the new May, by a dave on ahi green; | 
Shou'd he kneel at my feet, and my pity implore, 4 
And repeat the ſoft oaths he ſo often has ſwore ; 
Shou'd he preſs me to wed, I'll to chureh with: him go, 


bs, _ ?Twill Cure him, [ TArTant, of teazing me ſo. 


ett 
8 0 * 2 DN 
The Playthings of Life. = # 5 
Sung by Mr. Wrigoten, at V. auæhall. | 


LL men are mere children, all women the 1 | 
Who, increaſing in years, get a different name; 
But ſtill the purſuit of each, great girl or boy, 


ls after ſome pretty, fantaſtic new toy; 


Which, when firſt obtain'd, for a moment they prize, 
Yet the next they deſtroy, or deſpiſe; EO | 
While the world's one large nurs'ry of envy and rife, 


Where the bantlings contend for the playthinge of of life. | 


The Pay e & c. 

What more than mere toys, tho? of Bah high renown, 5 

Are the biſhop's lawn fleeves, or .the Judge” 8 furr's 
gown; _ 

What coronets, mitres, wigs, patches, or wands ! 

What ribbands and medals, caps, taſſels and bands! 

What all tinſel of tate, jewels, garters, and ſtrings! 2 

Which kings can beſtow, and which deck even kings! 


Vet theſe are the baubles that generate ſtrife, 


Among children who pant for the 'playthings of | life ! 5: 
| Hark, 


_  » While the choice, made with prudence, by prudence 


. 1 3} 


| Hark, mortals ! your paſſion for gen, Taue ara. 
To few be attach'd, nor thoſe: to acceſs; - | 

For exceſs will to evil convert ey'ry good, | 
Vour: joy turn to anguiſh, to /porſon your food: 5 


Confin' d, 
Bids the body feel bliſs, without paining the mind ; o 
And thus wife to huſband; and huſband to wife, 


Prove the beſt _ molt | i £46 ee of life. 


A New 8 ON G. 
Tone, 15 Voung Lubin was a Shepherd's Boy.” 7 


OUNG William was a rural youth, | 
A ſcornful Nymph p ſſeſs'd his love, „ 
His paſſion was replete with truth, - , 
But never could her pity move. 


The Nymph, inconſtant, light, and gay, 
Had never felt love's fatal dart, EYES 
Had never yet own'd Cupid's ſway, CE 
His Pow! 1 r had neꝰer touch'd ber heart. 


; As thro? the grove one ſult 8 „ 
Diſtreſs'd, forlorn, the ſwain had rov d. 
He ſpy d his Sally, blythe and gar, 

He ſpy'd the only girl he loy? 4. 2 


Ah! leave me not, he cried, « ſweet maid, 
Let pity now poſſeſs your breaſt ; Ke, 
| Away begone, fond youth,” ſhe ſaid, 8 
Hymen' s offer 1 deteſt. 7 1319 


55 Voung Colia, whiſtog, came tht way, 
She thought he had a thouſand charms, S 


From William to him ran away, 
* 428 like n to his arms. 


HF 


This - 


L 167 1 


This was too much for love to hear, 4 i 445 wad 
And am I treated thus b 5 
«© Farewell, dear girl, then in def; ir, 
He Plung d rp the ſtream and 474. 


When evening came ſhe paſs'd that way, 
And floating ſpy'd her lover's. form, 
She ſhriek'd, 4d trembling, then did ſay, 
(While horror dad hes breaſt alarm.) 


Ah! William, now 1 10 too late, . e 55 | 


How fatal has my falſehood prove, 
But be aſſur'd I'll ſhare the fate 
Of him who died for * p WY 


te Receive us! heav'n, in thy abode,” 8 
She ſaid, and ruſh'd few” off the Fun 3 
Then claſp'd her William's breathleſs corſe— -- 
Thus twin'd, they ſunk, to nie no more. 


- 


* 
< 1 
8 £4 a — 
- 


: 1 O0 N G. 
11 ; | The Trib Hawks! 


A = 


ARK, 10 Sony ſpoctſmen, a 6 oben to my. tale, 


Is 


* % 
1 


| Which to gain your attention, I'm ſure cannot 


fail, 


= "Tis of lads, and of horſes, and dogs, an un 
O'er ſtone walls and * thro' dale, ogy a ang Ln 


A pack of fach * and a ſet of ſuch men, 
Ils a ſhrewd if ever you meet with again; 


Had Nimrod the mightieſt of hunters, been Hh 


Fos ore God he'd have ſhook like an . for 8 
5 

In- e N ſev'nty four, ; ff | 
The Fer of December, 1 * twas no more, 


168 J 


At five in the mornin dy moſt of the clocks, > 
We rode from Nina crys in ſearch of a fox. x 


Fe Laughlins town Ab Mord, the bold Owen Bray, | 
. . And *Squir Adair were with us that day, 
* Debil, Hal Preſton, that huntſman ſo ſtout, | 
Dick Holmes, a few others, and e we ſet out. 


We caſt off our 10nd for an hout or more, 
When Wanton ſet up a moſt tunable roar, 
Hark to Wanton, cry*d Joe, and the reſt were not back. . 
For Wanton's no trifler eſteem” d i in the F | : 


Old 8 and Colliers came readily i 3 
And every hound join'd in the mufical din; 


Had Diana been hrs ſhe'd been pleas'd o the ie 


And « one of the lads py. a MAE to wife. 


8 paſt nine, was the ve of the day, 


When Reynard broke cover, and this was his way, 
As ſtrong from Killegar as tho” he could fear none, 
Away he bruſh'd round by the houſe of Kilternan. 


To Carriekmines thence, and to e woods then, 
Steep-Shank hill he climb'd and to Ballymanglen, 
Bray commons he croſs'd, lea = Lord Angleſea” s ahh | 
An ſeemꝰd to y, tele J value 855 all. | 


Her ran n Buſh's grove up to Carbur . 3 
oe Debil, Hal Preſton, kept leading by turns, 
he earth it was open, yet he was ſo ſtout, 


Tho' he wiphe have got in, yet he choſe to FR out. 


To Malpas high hill was the way alien be flew, 

At Dalkeyſtone common we had him in view, 
He drove on by Bullock through Shrub Glanagery, 
And 5 on to e whore Lawrey 2 55 8 8 05 . 


Thro 


a 4 


Thro' Rocheſter wood, like an arrow he pas d. 
And came to the ſteep hills of Dalkey at laſt, „„ 
There gallantly plung'd bimſelf into the ſe, 
And ſaid in his heart ſure none dare follow me. 


But ſoon to his coſt he perceiv'd that no bounds, . ©. = 
Could ſtop the purſuit of the ſtaunch mettled hounds, | 
His policy here did not ſerve him a ruſh, | 
Five couple of terriers were hard at his bruſh, 


=, 


*. 
# 


To recover the ſhore then again was his drift, 


But ere he could reach the top of the cliff, 5 
He found both of ſpeed and of cunning a lack,  _ 
Being way-laid and kill'd by the reſt of the pack. 


- 


At his death there were preſent the lads that I've ſung, 

Save Lawrey, who riding a garreen was flung, g 
Thus ended at laſt a moſt delicate chace, © — 
That held five hours and ten minutes ſpace. 


We return'd to Kilruddery's plentiful board, 
Where dwells. hoſpitality, truth, and my lord, 
We talk'd oer the chace, and we toaſted the health 

Of they who ne'er varied for the places of wealth. 


Owen Bray baulk'd a leap, ſays Hal Preſton was x 
„ WW 
*Twas ſhameful, ery'd Jack, by the great living G-, _ 
Said Preſton I hallow'd, get on tho 855 R 
Or L leap over you, your blind gelding and all- 


Each glaſs was adapted to freedom and ſport, 8 
For party affairs were conſign'd to the court. 
Thus we finiſh'd the reſt of the day and the night, - 
In gay flowing bu d ſocial deligh lt. 

n gay flowing bumpers, and ſocial delight, 


| Then: till the next meeting. bid farewell to "each 


brother, 


go ſome they went one way, and 8 went the other, | 


As Pheœbus befriended our earlier roam, 
80 Luna took care in conducting us home. FN 


: p : ; {Sh * - : 
. , o * £ * Fo % >» * 
* ; ; 


a 


13 The Cot of Laura. 
A New PASTORAL SONG. 


OUNG Laura was a lovely laſs, 
Her charms all fancy did ſurpaſs ; : 
"She was as fair as Flora ; . 


© Each village ſwain with verſe and ſong, 
2 Enraptur d morn and eve did throng, 


Around the Cot of Laura. 


Young Roger by 15 charms was mov'd, 
Tho? late it was he ſwore he lov'd, 
be pretty black ey'd Norah; 


She mourn'd the falſchood of the EY 


„ 


Who for his part now ſtrove in vain, 
To gain the heart of Laura. 


5 Each morn to her he paid his vows, 
With aukward ſcrapes and cringing bows, : 


- And ſwore he hated Norah ; - 
But all was vain, ſhe heeded not, LEES 
And told him *twould not be his lot 5 EY 

To gain the Cot of Laura. | EE, 


— 


i Yor Phelim was a briſk” young ſwain, 
.He 10rd the laſs, nor lov'd in vain, 


He paid his vows before her; 


She bluſh'd conſent, nor did ſhe chide, 
257 ſoon. at church made her his bride, 


And ok, coping the Cot of SER.” 


* 
- pe - ; 0 ; 
* 
- - G 7 * © 
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_ * * 
- - 7 : 
* - 2 . 


c c 4 | 

| Surg in the Girl i in Style, - by Mr. gallus. 1 
Tune, Ma chert Antic. | | De 7 : 
TON 8 adieu; 17 ng Labin cries, | | 

And tow'rds the diſtant camp he flies ; 55 

Yet turns fair Annette's haunts to view, - -- Pts 
And fighs, = ee hills — how blue. 
N Mon: Coney 4. 


The Beacon” l brow fair A won, i 9 
Her Lubin's arms reflects the ſu; nn 
The ſun too Toon his ray withdrew, -. 24-0, 9 


She CE I . ay: lover true. tn ret 
55 bo: 4109-4 Bu Conry « 2 
s O N 6. ee 


The. Vicar and ng 


T the fign of the Horſe. old Spintext of courle 

A Each night took his pipe and his pot. 

O'er a jorum of nappy, quite pleaſant mats happy, © | 
Was plac'd the canonical ſor, + s 


1 derol, arr tidal, a. 5 


The evening was Shs when: in came 18 clerk, 

With reverence due and ſubmiſſion;: 

Firſt ſtrok'd his crayat, then twirl'd round his hat, 
And 8 1 his e . ac (2, 


I 


* 


\ 


- 


- 


That the corple 


„ 
of your eb 8 — 9 = 


To inter a poor baby, with as much ſpeed as may be, 
And Pl walk with a lanthorn priory you. _ 


The body el bury but pray where” ihe hurry ?. 
Why, ond. Sir, the «pray it does ſtay! | 
You fool, hold your peace, fince miracles ceaſe, 


A corple, Moſes, can't- run awyy ry. 


Then Moſes he la, gying⸗ Sir, a ſmall child. 


Cannot delay your intentions; 
by, that's true, by St. Paul, a child that is ſmall 


Can never e its dimenſions. a 


Bring Moſes Come wks as bring me - ry aye . 
I hate to be call'd from my liquor, . 
me, Moſes, the King, *tis a ſcandalous thing, 
Such a | ſubject ſhould be but a Vicar. oy 


| Then Moſes he ſpoke, Gini: tis paſt 1 0 clock, 
Beſides there's a terrible ſhow'r ;. 
Why, Moſes, you elf, fince the clock has fuck 


twelve, 


| 3 m ſure i it can never firike more. 


Beſides, my ho fried, chis leſſon attend, 
Which to ſa 4 and to ſwear I'll be bold, 
ſnow or rain, can't endanger, that” ' 


plain, 


But Perhaps you or 117 may take cold. 


Then Moſes went on, Gn i e has ſtruck one ! 
Pray maſter look up at the hand: 

Why, it ne'er can ſtrike leſs, tis a folly to „ 
A: man r to 3 can't ſtand. 


, 4 


EY a 

At wank hat and ctoak old orthodox took, _ 

But firſt cramm'd: his jaw with a quid; 

Each tipt off a gill, for fear they ſhould chill, 
And then ſtagger d away fide by fide, | 


When come to the grave, the clerk Read a ere. 
Whilſt the ſurplus was rapt round the Prieſt, 
And fo droll was the figure of Moſes and VW 
That the pariſh Rs talk af the jet. 5 (0 205 


Good people let's 2 put the corpſe bother v way, 
Or perchance | ſhall over it fumble ; ' © 

Lis beſt to take care, tho? the ſages * 

A mor tuum caput can t tremble. - 1 


Woman that s born of man, that s wrong, the teaf's , 


torts: - - 
Oh! man that is born of a woman, 
Can't continue an hour, but's cut down like flower, 
You ſee, Moſes, —death Parerk- no man. 5 


Here, Moſes, do look, what a confounded books | 
Sure the letters are turn'd upfide down ; W ifs 

Such a ſcandalous print, ſure the devil is in't, 
That this Straban ſhould Pant for the Crown. 


Prithee Moſes, you read, for 1 cannot proceed, 
| And bury the corpſe-in my { ſtead, 
| (Amen, amen, ) 
Why, Moſes, you're wrong, pray hold Mill your 
„tongue, 
You've taken the rail for the head. 


o 


WE. F 5 W . 


o, where” Fs thy ang, death !—put the corpſe in e 
a -_ eart | 1 
Faw believe me, *tis terrible weather: __ z 

So the corpſe was interr'd, without praying a word, 


- awa ber both * together, 
bd Singing tol A Se. 


— 


- : 7 * 


Sung by Mrs. Death, in the Gra B — 


WI EET rof: fleep! Oh do not fly, 

Bind thy ſoft fillet on his eye, 

That o'er each grave my own may rove, 
And feaſt my hapleſs, n love! 8 


For when he lifts theſe ſhading Ude, | 
His chilling flame ſuch bliſs forbids— ' 
Then roſy ſleep, oh, do not fly, 

1 2 157 heed es on his "ou > 


; EI — 


5 ta Parody Shoes #81 +4 
. © 05 what a plague is an obſtinate Daughter,” 

2 Blꝛ!ung at the Royar Cizxevs, = 
1. a young wife you Have, ſhe's the plague of your 5 


4 © 


foul, 
No peace can have, tho? let her cantroul, - 
Nor one look in — can be — to cheer ye, 
| Oh! what a plague is an obſtinate deary ; 3 
Friſking and flaunting, 
Singing and jaunting, 
Oh, hat a r is an obfinate deary. | 


Tf her mate, like me's eie the does nought but | 
ſcorn him, | 
And ſhe's deviliſh well off if ſhe don't chance to 
5 horn him RY 
They plague and they'll tieze him quite of bis life, Sir, 
Oh, what a plague is an obſtinate wite, Sir; 
Gadding about Sir, | 
To park, plays, and routs, Sir, 
Oh! what a plague is an obſtinate wife, Sir! - 


7 


6 þ | 


W 


— 
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— 


ERE's to the maid of baſhful fifteen, | 
| Likewiſe to the widow of fifty; © - 
Here's to the bold and extravagant quean 3 
And here's to the houſewife that's thrifty, | 
; Let the toaſt pals, 
Drink to the laſs, 
I warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs, 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
Aud likewiſe to her that has bane. hrs: i 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 
And here's to her that's but one, fir, 

Let the toaſt paſs, &c, „ 


Here s to the md with a 7 of fans 5 | 


And to hes that's as brown as a berry; .. + 


And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 3 
And here's to the girl that is merry. 8 
Let the toaſt pals, Kc. | 


Let her be clumſy, or let her 50 e 
| Young, or ancient, I care not a feather: 
So fill the pint bumper up to the brim, 
And e'en let us toaſt together. 
Let the toaſt paſs, 
Drink to the la 1 
1 warrant ſhe II- c an excuſe for che glaſs. 6 
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,. * Cherry cheek*d Doll ; is a . pretty Laſs - 

Sf A New SONG, . 

"# ung at the Theatre, Bath, by Mr. 8 | 
Tune, Here's to the Maiden of baſsful Hſteen. 


Of cherry cheek'd Doll is a ſweet pretty laſs, 
So handſome-and charming each feature, - 
And ſhe was juft twenty years old the laſt graſs, 
; Od's wounds! ſhe's TY licate creature, 
So I'll let the jug paſs, and drink to my laſs, 
And they that won't pledge me I'm ſure is an aſs; 


T'other day I ſpy'd her a milking hercows, | 

She warkted' and I was the themefir;- * _ 
I nimbly ſtept to her, and paid her my vows, _ 
And we guzzled a bowl of nice cream fir IT; 8 
Says I to my laſs, as we ſet on the graſs, 

If I do not love ye Doll I am an aſs. 


Now to Old 'Jorum? s I'll haften away,” * 
As nimble and blythe as a bee fir; 

The Squire in vain may be magging away, as 

He'll get no encoring - from me fir; * 
For Vil che; jug paſs, and drink to my laſs, 
did 1 de it Pd e als. 88 


Se RE. qo 
A Soldier's SONG. | 
Sung by Mr. Bannifter. T 


ow ſtands the glaſs around, 
For ſhame, you take no care, my boys, 


E 177 * 


L | How Gundache glaſs ; r OS 

L.łet mirth and wine abound ; ee OW wn WR 
The trumpets ſound, 7% 1 

The colours they are flying, 8 „„ 5 ns f 

Too fight, kill, or wound; | e 

May we {till be found, 34 1-23 eee 7 

Content with our hard fate, my r 
On the cold ground. 5 


Why, ſoldiers, why, 3” HS" 3 = hat > 
Should we be melagcholys boys 2 . 2 ad 


Why, ſoldiers why ? JJ... CS 
Whoſe bus'nefs tis to die! VVT 
What fighing, fie! oY 
Drown fear, Aria on, be Jolly, boys, ES 
Tis be, you, or 11 1 
Cold, hot, wet, or dry, * : 4. _ | © er 8 - — 
We're always bound to follow, dere e 
And ſcorn to. y. i DE 
Tis but in vain, . © FTT... 
I mean not to upbraid ye, den „ 
Tis but in vain, „ 
For ſoldiers to complain; VCC 
Should next campaign Ip f 


Send us to him Who made us, boys, „ 
75 Borke : 75 . 1 


But if we remain res ß 
A bottle and kind landlady „% T8 
Cure all again. „ nn CURIE 


#3 N a i 
* - 


* 


Nas SONG, 5 N 
| By N. . 12 15 5 1 b | 
Tune, % Hoi fond ws ny: Damon,” h Goth. 


OW fair was my Jeſſy, how lovely her form, 1 
L Her uy the ode of Stoics might warm; 1 


1 5 N In 


1 


10 her every charm was encircled entwin'd, 
| And virtue trinmphancly ru'd o'er her mind. 


In the tendereſt accents I told my fond tale, 
And eagerly begg'd her to let nature prevail; 
To make her my bride, was what T deſign'd, 
For the charms of her face ſet off thoſe of her wind, 


She ſmil'd and then aſk'd me if I was 8 
For fincerity . ſhe ſhou'd revere; 

. Sincerity every action ſhou'd bind, 
"Twas the nobieſt of of paitions 1 that reign'd1 in the wind. 


I told her it t would be the pride of my life, 
The very next morning to make her my wife; 
In mea kind lover ſhe ever ſhou'd find, 
Since I was in love with the charms of the wind. 


She gave me her hand, and ſaid ſhe'd be mine, 
I ſeiz d it with raptures as a blefling divine; OY 
At the church the next morning we joyful were Join d, 
: And now l poſſe ſs both her ne and En 1 


F 3.0 A | A G 2 EY CY * 
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ü % N A. 
Dans Votre Lit. 
Sung by Mr. Fohnflone, 
As votre lit, the bright parterre: - 
Should Flora bloom a hilly fair, 
A ſmiling jonquil I fhould be, . 


To blow 1 1 8 Oy 1 of thee. 
EL Flow votre Lit, &. c. 


or das in a thotny buſh, 6 
You droop to hide the —— bluſh ; "a, | 
| The leaty umbrage make of me. 
And in this breal * ſneiter d Te. 
8 Dans votre * e. 75 
| When | 


5 cans 
When every flower that paints the ground, | 


Throws ſmiles and odours all around ; 
Sweet flower, I'll prove thy faithful bee, 
And honey fp fon: none but thee. 


_— 


Dans votre Fir, Sc. 


9 


4 N 


FESSSHSSGBESSSSFISHONSSASE| | 


Foods rite „ Ballad, by Haydn. 


Sung by Miſs George, at Freemiafons Hall. 


OUNG Hal called ſoftly, ** Riſe my dear! 
_ *Tis I your true love can't you hear 2? 


He tapp'd and tapp*d, impatient grown, = 
*. he call'd 6 faid, 45 


© Why, Nancy, love, won't you come down yu | 


No, no!“ reply . the NW 
40 The wind is 3 the nigke; is * 


„ Diſturbed the village watch -dogs bark; b 
Full five lom miles for thee I've come, : 


„ O'er dreaxy moorlands ſtray dq; 
© Riſe from thy bed and make me room, $a 


— 66 No, no!“ reply d the maid. 
Then doleful türn'd he frons the PI 2 1. 


And curs'd his fate, and love forſwore 


But as he turn'd, he heard tlie „ 
As tho? to creak afraid; 


«6 You'll not prove falſe, ſure,”' whiſper'd we + 4 5 


„No, no, My W maid.” 8 


Thrice kiſs the Ld. thrice the clock | 
Beat on the bell, thrice crow'd the cock. 
Let ſtill right loath was Hal to go, 5 
Tho N ancy beg'd and pray d; 


Till laughing, neighbours 264 44 Oh, ho? : 65% 


L „ 
1 
a 4 # 


It's uy pretty maid!” 
I 6 


7 


_ > 
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5 8 0 N 6. 35 
. iz the Opera of Fotainbleavs 
HE Britiſh lion i T 
| A roaring trade I drive on; 1 DR A 4 
Right Engliſh l French wine, | 
LTD, landlady may thrive on, ; 
At table d' hotte, to eat and drink, 
Let French and Engliſh mingle, . 
And while to me you bring the 5 | 
Faith let the glaſſes pogle:;;.-- | 4 1: 507 


_ Your rhine rattle, come e e 
Men and cattle, Omer. fone biste 


All to Mrs. Caſey ;  ., i I B 
Of trouble and mone yr, 
My jewel, my honey, ;- 
"4 warrant Pl make you 40. 


When dreſt and abe in my. bar, 05 i} pd! #1 
Let ſquire, or beau, or belle n 5 11” 


Let captains kiſs me if they dare 
It's fir, your kindly meu ws 7H 113 
On Shuffle, Cog, and Slip, 1 — EM 
Let Rooks and Pigeons mingle, . 1 
And if to me they bring the chin . 
Faith let the glaſſes 1 ot go ret 21d: | 
; CLE, Tur chin nul, comes. er. a 
„nr | 
Let "IE fly "Wir on nen inge 990 55 Ti 111% 3 4 
His tricks I ſtill connive at: I 
The lover who would lay ſoft things,” 
Shall have a room in private. 4 4 


On pleaſures I am pleas'd to wink, 173 | 13 
| So lips in kifies mingle, / i 
For while to me Faw Bl the chink, - | 
Fe aith let the glaſſes jingle. Ian 
| 4 aur rhino Ned. come, Se. 8 


| BL 270 SONG. 


(7 306; 31 


LL LLES 


SOHO - 
| 1 by Mr. Edevin, in Fontainbleau. 
N- London my life is a ring of delight, © 


— 


In frolicks I keep up the day and the night; 1 


I ſnooze at the Hummums till twelve, . atgr, ' 
I rattle the bell, and I yoar up the waiter ; Bec. 


Your honour, ſays he, and he tips me a leg, 5 : Grp 4 


He brings me my tea, but I ſwallow an eggs. 
For tea in the morning's a flop I renounce, = 
So I down with a glaſs of the right cherry bounce, 


With ſwearing, tearing ogy. jaunting, flaſhing, - 


_ ſmaſhing, „cracking, | rumpling. 
tumbling; 
Lau Sang, quaffing, 8 joaking, freaggering, | 


ſtag gerin x > * 2 . 


80 choughtleſs, 1 ſo green, and TY mellow; 


This, this, is the life of a frolicklome fellow. 


My phæt'n 1 mount, and the plebs they all ſtare, 

1 handle my reigns and my elbows I ſquare; 
My ponies fo plump, and as:white-as a lil 
Through Pall-mall I ſpank it, and up Piccadilly; 5 
Till lofing a wheel, age down come I ſmack, 

do at Knightſbridge I throw myſelf into a hack; 

At Tatterſall's fling a leg over my nag, 


Thus viſit for pers, then dreſs in a bag. 
” ... "Io ſearing, ge. 


I roll round 155 garden, and call at the Roſe,, 1 Fi 

And then at both dag bop pop in I ws noſe ; 

I lounge in the lobby ugh, ſwear, ſlide and ſwagger, 
Talk loud, take' my money, and out again 1 

I meet at the Shakeſpear a good - natur'd ſoul, | 


Then down to our club at St, James's I roll; 7 | 


The joys of the night are 2 thouſand at play, 110 . 


And thus at the finiſh begin the next day. 
| . 2 With fevearing,, 17 6. 


L 9 $7 ES LADLE Fi 4-4 


1 SONG. 


— 


* 


— 


L 182 1¹ 
FFF 


: 13 8 o N 8. 2 5 
Sung by Mz fs Romanzini, in Richard Ceur de Lions ; 
"HE merry dance I dearly love, 15 


For — Collette thy hand 1 ze, SE 
And preſs it too whene'er I pleaſe. no es 


And none can ſee, and none reprove: 


Then on thy cheek quick bluſhes glow, 
And then we whiſper ſoft and low, 


Oh! how I grieve! you ne 'er r her 2 par can know. 


- She's ſweet bfteen, I'm one year more, 
| Vet ſtill we are too young, they fay,” 
But we know better, ſure, than 5. 
vou ſhould not liſten to threeſcore 
And I'm reſolv'd Tl tell her fo, . 
When next we whiſper ſoft and low, 


Oh! 9 1 ew: you ne 'er ber e CAN know. | 


FFF 


; 0 . 5 + 
Toes 85 0 N 0. r 
* 7 ; * 
Ie Brunette. E 
n - «a © - 4; * 
— 


S * Sung b 26 . 


1 hon 8 ſoft emotions admit no diſguiſe, 
To cheat the poor eau phs of the plain, 


or the paſſion I feel is conſeſs d by my eyes, ba 
And love thews the ons of the ſwain. 15 bf as bee . 
9 And loue af 


8 4 7 = 2 # a 1 * : 1 ” 
: + 773 + „ 2 8 FF" 1 4 


F * - — 


Would you know all the magic Pe lives i in her mein, 
By which my fond heart ſhe has won 

Go take (like the Grecians) each e s ſeen, 
And 3 all their en in one | 

51 1 RT | FThen 


— 


1 "Gi 


Then wonder like me at Ke pleatpe-ſataphe ,, 2 
And wear the ſoft chains of the lovely Brunette. 


The wandering kidlings thar ſport on the hills 


Leave their browſing to liſt to her lay, 


She charms the ſwift courſe of the murmuring ae, 


And arreſts the bright chariot of day: 
The winds ſtop enraptur'd to liſt to 5.4 Bet, 
And gratefully fan the ee Brune. 


Had 1 all the 5 ſtout avarice ſought, 


When he ravag'd the glittering mine: 


bs, 
. 


* * 
17 . . 


. 


Had I all the treaſures that Crœſus 6 PIR : 
The gems, my ſweet girl, ſhould be thine z- | 
But trifles like theſe are deſpis'd by my Bet, 
For merits alone wins the lovely Brunette. 


* KESKS be, SY 


411 


. in ah Chae of 1 N {of 


N my pleaſant native plains, *' 


Wing*d with blifs each moment flew; 8 1 : 


—_—_ 
4 = . 


Nature there inſpir'd the ſtrains, | 
Simple as the joys I knew; 

Jocund morn and evening gax 

| Claim'd the merry Roundelay. 


Fields and flocks, and fragrant flow'rs, 


All that health and] Joy impart, 
Call'd for artleſs muſic's pow rs, 
Faithful 8 to the heart! 
Happy hours, for ever gay, 
Claim'd the merry Keg. 


But the breath of genial ſpring 
Wak'd the warblers of the grove ; + 


Who, ſweet birds, that heard bf ang, 5 


Woald not join the — of 


— 


SEAS © 4 


* 


3 184 . 


Tok ſweet notes and chauntings gay 
Clajn's the merry Npungelar- 3 


eee | 


oY: 0 N G. . ee 7 
Sung in the Camp. „ 


8 leaves the rural train, 
_A camp's diſtreſs to prove, 
All other ills the can ſuſtain, 
But living from her love: EN, 
Yes, deareſt, _— your ſoldier's there, 
Will not your ſ. rele fail, 
To mark the hardſhips you muſt ſhare, 
Dear ads of the Dale! 5 


Dear Nang, Ke. 


or, mould EY SA each 1 ſcorn, 
Ah! how ſhall I ſecure _ 

Your health midſt toils which you were © born, 
To footh—but not endure: _ 

A thouſand perils I muſt view, 


A thouſand ills affail ; 
Nor muſt I tremble een for you, 
Dear RY of the Dane e 
8 Daw Nang, be. 
8 0 N G. 


2 a Charming 75 Thing's s a Battle, 
4 Sung by Mr. Bannifter. - 


"HAT a charming thing? 8 a battle; 1 
Trumpets ſounding, drums 4 beating; 
_ Crack, crack, crack, the cannons rattle * "A 


Eve heart with jo laing! | RT YR" 12 
* » nee” 


% 


a 


1 us 1123 
With what pleaſure are we ſpying, $a ton oe gags 
From the front, and from the rear, R 
Round us in the ſmoaky „„ 
Heads and limbs, and bullets flying! 
Then the groans of ſoldiers dying, . 
Juſt like ſparrows, as it Merge . 


At each nn . ES 
Hundreds drop, Ra! 77% baited ia 
W hile the muſkets, PT ittle pra; #3 *c7 435 Fe An 1 Hes A. 


Kill'd and wounded LIES . x . 3 2 -10- 


Lie confounded; e 
What a Charming thing's a bade! 3 
2 
ENS 
But ff pleaſant joke of. all, 1 e oY 
Is when to cloſe attack we fan, . TOM 


Like bad buils each other butting, G eo 


Shooting, ſtabbing, maiming, cutting * * 
Horſe and foot, 


All go tot; T 1 k 


Kill's the word both men and —_ 
Then to plunder; | 11 
Blood and thunder. 

What a charming * SA battle! | : 


* 3 


S 
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* 
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yk by Mr. Fobuftone, in the Poor Soldier: Co Sy 


EAR Sir, this brown Jug that now foams with 
mild ale, 2% b 1H 

(To which I will arink 420 Kate of che ale). 

Was once Toby Philpot, a thirſty old foul, _ 


As &'er drank d boats, ff dba >fnnd Pt 


A — 


In boozing about *twas his praiſe to excel, 


* 


And among jolly topers, be bore off the u. 2 7 . 


It chanc'd as in dog days be fat at his wks, - 
In his flow r woven e as gay as you pleaſe, ay 
3480; 


* 


[ 186 J + 
With a friend and a pipe puffing ſorrow away, | * 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his „ gl 


His breath doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
2 And he died full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. | 


His body, when long in the ground i it had ll, © 
And —4 1000 clay had reſoly'd it again, "SO 4 

A potter found out in a covert ſo ſnug, 

And with part of fat Toby he made this mich Jugs 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale; 
So here's to my e "ours Kate of the vale. oY 


OE s * N G. Tel 457 10 
F Sore by. Mr. Dol, in „ the eas, „or Horkquin ee 


* 


— 


\IVE THAT the word 8 dit W 
While echoed by the ſprightly horn ; 
The toils and pleaſures we recount 
Of this ſweet health-inſpi ping morn. 


: ; "© 22 

Toas glorious Irious f. none e'er did lag, Kere 
Nor drew _— made a foe 7 . 

But all as firmly kept their pace, 145 
* As had AQzon been the ſtag, - 

And we had hunted by command 

Of che goddeſs of the chace. 5 
And we had hunted by command | ff 

e e e eats 


The hounds * out and ſuuff d "ks air, #3 5 
And ſcarce had reach'd the appointed ſpot, _ 
* But pleas'd they heard a layer, a layer, — ed 
85 And . r on the ſlot. 
E Twas bur, ſport, ge. 


And 


F 387 1 : 


JS 45 * 


Aud naw o'er EL; EA lain be 2 Rt: ee , 

Taue deep-mouth'd e to aal. „„ 
And echo note for note repeats, „ 

1 . horns reſound a call. 25 e 


5 Ta cle In. ue. 

And now the ſing kasdodk his: pace, 1 Uo ee 
And while ware-haunch: the huntſman crie, 

His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, - . 

He pants, he iruggles, and he . 5 4 * 

| Nu 1 ſport, Nee. 


Tie Mulberry: Tree," W 1 
Si. in the Jubilee. 6 
Bed this fair goblet—rwas carv'd from 6 
Which, 1b my ſireet Shakeſpeare, was planted * 

thee: 


As a relick I kiſs i it, and bow at thy Anise, A 
"WA comes from thy hand muſt be ever a" 


1 


r. Eur yield to the nen tree A . 
' Blefs*d mulberry! | ; Horifew our ent; oF 
Matchleſs was ne 5 5 1 . A 

| That planted thee,” + ELF, Toon 

And thou like bim immortal ſhall be. | 

22 ES OW 1 


Ye trees of the foreſt, ſo rampant and bet,” 
Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe bead W 
the ſky; 
Ye curious exotics, whom taſte "h 2 here, ; 
'To root out the natives at prices ſo dear * FIRE; 
on ſhall * . | 


: - 
The | 
1 * 7 3 


+ 


5 
| The oak. is held royal, is Britain s great boat, _ 
Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our coaſt: 
Of the fur we make mips—there are thouſands that 
VVV 
Ne one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write, 
e eee eee, 1 


Let Venus delight i in her gay myrtle bowr? Pp gut 
Pomona an fruit trees, and Flora in flow'rs, 

The garden of Shakeſpeare all pleaſures will ſuit, - 

With the ſweeteſt of flow'rs, and the faireſt of an 


> All hall yield, &Cs 


With learning and knowledge the well-letter'd birch . 
Supplies law and phyfic, and grace for the church; ; 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find 
He gives the beſt phyfic for dur and mind. 

All ſhall yield, Kr. 7 8 


The fame of the patron gives 3 to <a tree 3 
From him and his merits this takes its degree: : 
Give Phœbus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 
The tree of our Shakeſpeare is ſtill more divine, 


4 Tha yield, &c. 
As me genius of Shakeſpeare 3 the bright day © 


More rapture than wine to the heart can convey; + 

So the tree which he planted, by making his own, | 

Has the laurel and bay, and the v vine all 1 in one. ; 
All ſhall A & c. | | N 


Then rach ke a relick of this hollow d tree, 
From folly and faſhion a charm let it be: 
Let's fill to the planter the cup to the brim, 
To honour your ras do honour to him, 


 $ONG-+ 
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* 9 * M ln 
bannon's Flowery, Banks. _ _ 
tows . Mrs. Kennedy, at geri. 


N ſummer when the” leaves were green, and bloſs + \ 


© ſoms deck'd each tree, 
Young Teddy then declar'd his love, bis artleſs lore 


On Shannon's flow? ry banks We far, and there he. told | 


his tale 


O Patty ! ſofteſt of thy ſex! O let ſond love, prevail !/ 


Ah well-a-day, you ſce"me pine in ſorrow. and deſpair, 


Yet heed me not, then let me die, and end my grief 
: and care R355; 


Ah no, dear youth, I foftly faid, buch lore demands 


my thanks, 
And here I vow eternal wth on Shannow's flow' * 


Ss ” 
1 | 
E: "048 ret. 


- 
banks. 
; 0M 3 T, ' 4 | 3 6 
o 


-F 


And here we vow'd « eternal truth on (Shannon's flow" 7 a 


banks, 
And then we gather'd ſweeteſt flow'rs and play'd fuch 


: artleſs pranks ; 


But woe is me! the preſs-gang came, and forc'd my . 


Ned away, 


Juſt when we nam'd next morning fair to de. our ö 


wedding day. 


My love, be —— they force me hence, but gin my 


| heart is thine 
All peace be your's, my gentle Pat, while war and 
toil is mine: 


With riches ll return to thee—I ſobb'd out words of - 


thanks 
And then he vow'd eternal tuch on > Shannon 8 flow'ny 
| banks, e 


* 
- - . as 
* 
= 


2 


"Ln & 


And then he vow'd eternal ruth on Shannon's flow ry 


banks, 
And then I ſaw bim fail away, and join the boſlile 
ranks; | 


From morn to eve, for twelve dull months, his abſenee 


ſiad I mourn'd— 1 
The peace was made the flup. came back—but Teddy 
ne er return d! 
His beauteous face, bis ably form, but won a nobler 


fai 


[By Toys Gl, nd 1 En. md. dic in fad | 


Ts, 


Te gentle maidens, ſee me * while you ſtrand round 


And pines be 2 
plant a willow o'r m head, on | Shannon's 
YE ION wy 8 


r Y 4 
"4 | ; : . 
. 4 ; 2 


* Sung 5 157 8 at V erben. 


HE top-ſails ſhiver in the wind, 
The ſhip ſhe's caſt to ſez, + 
But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind, 
- Are Mary moor'd with thee ; 
For tho thy ſailor's bound afar, _ 3 
Still love ſhall be bis guiding „ 


Should landſmen flatter when we're fail'd, 
O doubt their artful tales; 
No allant ſailor ever fail d, 
If love breath'd conſtant gales: ; 
Thop. art the compaſs of my ſoul, 
Which ſteers my heart from — to pole. 


* 2 * 
* 
* =. 
5 * — . 


Virews in every port we meet, e PH 
More fell than rocks or waves ; | 


But fuch as grace the Britiſh fleet 


Are lovers, and not ſlaves. | 
| 5 No 


* r 
x 3 9 — 
4 & n ; . * 


4 
— 
5 
5 
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£4 
25 
> 
GE: 
We; 
2 
4 
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* 
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The rocks, the billows, and the wi 


„ t 9 1 
No foes our.coura wg RA . 
le 


Altho' we re left our hearts 1 you. 573 74564 fb F 


Theſe are * . if you're kind 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main, 


The pow'r of France and Spain. = : 7 40 4+ 


Now England's glory reſt with you „ 


Our r are full—ſweet gr, adieu! 3 
: £3 91 Fj | 4 3 8 7 1 vie PEE * 


s O N G. 3 
. E BE 


4 2 Mrs. Martyr, in$ er 10 4 2 1. 


"HEN ruddy Aurora awakens the day; - 5 
And bright der. drops impearl the * * 


gay, 
Sound, i; my ſtout archers, ſound Horns, and 


away 757 
With arrows ſharp pointed we g. F* 5 7 1 


See Sol now ariſes in {ſplendor ſo brit: 4; | | 
To Pæan, for Phœbus who leads to delights... 15 
All glorious illum'd now ri ſes to fight; 


"Tis Yy boys, is GAR of 8 bow. 23 


Freſh roſes well offer at DN Aide 1 
Libations we'll pour to Bacchus divine: ? 
While mirth, love, and pleaſure, injunction combine, 
For axchoms true fons of the game, 
Bid ſorrow adieu, in ſoft numbers we'll fing; 
Love, friendſhip, and beauty make the air ring, 
Wiſhing health and ſucceſs to our country and Le 2 
; Encrealc to their honour and fame. | 


f - * me | 5 - 


* 


1 = 


ä I T have rich ones rejected, and great ones denied; 


12 „ $4 z 
Obs £5 | 
. * 3 


Wr rites ih Mr. — „ 
O˙⁰² moorlands and mountains, "Trade, Hires, | 


and bare,” = 5: 
a 225 n and wilder I tbam, | ” 
ntle young ſhepherde s ſees my deſpair, 
_ me o'er lawns to her home. Ken 
| : | And leads me c. 


Yellow ſheafs 0 rich Ceres her cottage bad cod, 


Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor; 


Her caſements ſweet woodbines crept wantonly round, | 


n. | 
3 dreh te, be. 


We ſat ourſelves Jown: to a Ea Pi pad 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the — 6 
Whilſt thrown from my guard by ſome glances the « cf 
Love l ſtole i P breaſt. | ET; 
2 Love Hs FA 


. my ſoft . 9 replied, 


(Ye virgins, her voice was divine), 


* 
Lo 


* 


+ Vee take e vous ſhepherd—I'm cha! 20. _ 
VVV th gc. 
Her air was ſo modeſt, 3% FIR ſo meek ; we 5 | 


So fimple tho ſweet were her charms; | *Y 


3 kifs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her check; 


And lock q the loy'd maid in my arms. 
1 | 7 And lock'd thr, Ke. 


3 | 


c 193 P 
Now jocund together we tend a fe 2838 S 1% 1110365 iP 
And if on the banks by a -fiream,, 80 hm HR 


Reclin? d on her boſom I fink into ſleeps, . 
Her 1 ſtill eee by dream, * ini 


a bz 


2 s + + a v4 2 * XY l 74 FRY "Har? * &e. 


* 


«1; 341 218 ; 


Together we range o'er. he fowrrifog kl) | 3 


Delighted with, paſtoral view, -x* 1113 215% 
Or reſt on the rock hence: the ſtreamlet diſtill, 
en out ü ee my muſe. 
. Aamir, de. 

N N * Y * 
To pomp or proud titles, the ne'er cou'd afpire ; 8 
I be damſęl's af humble deſ cent: 
The cottager Peace is well known for hed fice; 
The ſhepherds have nam' d her Content. 


2 ” 
wh” js : + * * 1 Her Doe Phepberds, ea 
: 1 **-S 2 3 2 * 


- = 


EPLSTTASNTSNNALSEFEGSHSKEC 
- ha b [ mne. 0 * Linn b Ain A 5 


2 37.129 43.2150 boars i r:£ 


_— 2 1411 i; oGupid?b Tritumphant. wine! on 1 - 36 HT 5 


{nn sil? be bia 51 11 


ou the time for mirth and glee, 
Sing, and love, and laugh with * 


Tupid | is my theme of ory ; 5 
*Tis his godſhip s fame a1 7 n 
How all yield unto his law s „„ 
Ha! haf hal haf haf bat Bat”! 7,7 30 1» 1 
| o er the grave and o'er ak gay 
Cupid takes his ſhare of play ; W ” 
He makes hero's. quit their glory: e e 
He's the god moſt fam'd in i „„ „ e,, 
. nee % . e e 
3:0 Ha 8. ha? Bit AG. 
K 


2 1201 


at 


L 104 
| Sly the oxbin deals his darts, ve: 
Without pity—piercing heart? 
Cupid triumphs over paſſions, „„ 
Not regarding modes or faſhions: . 
Fi 22 fix'd in 6 law. 24 „ ; 
T4 tO r Ha! ha! ha! &c. 


Seite may thiiik theſs nes not'true; / 
But they're facts —"rwixtime and you ; dE USE IRS 
Then ye. maids, and men, be way, 1b t 
How you meet before you marx. 


* 


e od law. | 
| Ho! bath ! Ki, | 
ets H* 195 5 LF. » | 2141 } P T (up 


* . 
, * « g 
— 1 2 1 4 F 
1 e n 
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5 li 5 U E T. ply „ £81 
Sung + 1177. Kennedy and Mrs, Maryr, in Ref, 
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Tu kita el I've prattled with fifty fair maids, 
1 And chang'd them as oft d'ye ſee; _ 

But of all the fair maidens that dance on the | ang 
| The n of ** * for me. * 


c 
* I he n 


$ 26} Pele. 
4 * * . 4 
bo 8 


There? 5 bfty young men have told me-fine ale, 
And call me the faireſt ſne: 

Aut of all the gay youths that port on the green, 
15 Young ** the lad d for me. gf 


Wi iliam, 


? 


Her eyes are as » black as the ſloe in . 
Her face like the blaſſoms in May, 
Her tzeth are as white as the new ſhorn flock, 8 
Her yon like W hay. 5 
bh : h Pbœbe. ; | 


He's tall and he? 8 fraight : 4 the poplar tree, ee 
His cheeks are as freſh as the roſe ; | 


He looks like a *ſquire of high degree 5 
When dreſt in his Sunday s clothes. 


* ** FF 


_— 7 0 N G. 2 hn | 3 22 \ 5 14 
3 | 3 1 


The Wedding. Dey. . 4 


4 - >» 4 * 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy. „ 7 LE 


W HAT virgin'or ſhepherd, in valley or grove, 
Will envy my innocent lays, 


The ſong of the heart, and the offspring of lore, 
When ſung in my Corydon's p raiſe. 
O' er brook and o'er brake, as * hies to the be, 17 


How lightſome my ſhepherd ran trip, 5 
And ſure when of love he deſeribes the ſoft a 2 
The honey- dew drops from his lip. 5 5 


How ſweet is the: primroſe, the violet how ne oY 
And ſweet is the eglantine breeze. 
But Corydon's kiſs, when by moon- -light we wer, 
To me is far ſweeter than theſe. 
I bluſh at his raptures, I hear all his JOS; 3 ; 
1 figh when I offer to/ſpeak, '' (1 N 
And oh !- what delight my fond baden eee 4 0 
| When I feel the dat couch of his check. | 276] it 20 L 
| Refponlive and ſhrill be. the nent the foray, | $ 7: 
Let the pipe thro' the village reſound, SER 
Be ſmiles in each face, M ye ſhepherds to-day, | * 2 
And ring the bells metrily round. 
Vour favours prepare, my companions with fed, * 
Aſſiſt me my bluſhnes to hide, tg 5104 


A twelvemonth ago on this By l agreed. | 15374 U 
"ROGTH ©1351 225 NE *A 
4 „ͤͤͥ᷑ẽͤͤ > SN. 


| Cowden Knows. 4 
. Surg at. Vauxhall. - 


Sing their ſucceſsful loves, 

Around the ewes and-lambkins feed, 
And muſic fills the groves : ; 

But my lov'd ſong is then the broom, 


So fair on Cowden Knows; we Se 


For ſure ſo ſweet, ſo fair a broom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd bis oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart; 

No ſhepherd that eber dwelt on Tweed, 
Could play with half ſuch art: 

He ſun of Tay,-of Forth, and SANs. 
The 2 ills and dales all round, 

Of Leader haughs, and Leader fide; 
0 bow I 1 bleſt tt, the ſound | i 015 

22 

Vet more delightful 3 is <a brooiny 
So fair on Cowden Knows, 

For fare ſo freſh, ſo bright a broom, 

- Elſewhere there never grows: 

Not Tiviot Braes fo green and gay, 

May with this broom compare. 


Not Yarrow banks, in flow ry 2 5 


Nor buſh aboon r mw tre af fog 2 


F. «4 * 11 71 151 £ © 7 r Fre & 3 * 11 FJ 4 "I 2 


— 


More pleaſing far are Comdeid Knows,” 1 15 "AY 
My peaceful happy home, 71 Hoa 


Where I was wont to milk my ewer, - | 
At eve among the broom ; - t 


-HEN "x i comes, the ſwains on Tweed 


— 


. 15 


«.. 


K «7 1 
Ye pow'rs-that haunt the woods and plains, 1 
Where Tweed; and Tiviot flows, © os 


Cos me to the beſt of ſwains, 
And my lov'd Coden Knows 


pry © N 6. 


OWN the bourne and thro! the mead, 

| His golden looks wav do o'er his brow, 2 

Jonnny lilting tun'd his reed, | | 

And Mary wip 4 her. te wou. 

Dear ſhe lov'd the well-known ſong, | bs 5 

While her Johnny, blithe and benny, e £ 

Sung ter praiſe the whole day loog. i at en 

; | .; ou 450 bourne, & c. 


SM 


Coſtly. elzithes he had but few, 
Of rings and jeweis nae great ſtore; _ 
Her face was fair, her love was true, Free 91 
And Johnny wiſely wiſn'd no more; 
Love's the pearl, the ſhepherd's prize, 
| Ofer the mountain, near the fountain 
Love 1 the are 8 . 


Down the bouree, be 


Gold and titles give not health, 5 
And Johnny cou'd nae theſe impart; '% | 

Youthful Mary's greateſt wealth” gn 

Vas still her faithful heart: | 

Sweet the joys the lovers find! 

Great the treaſare, ſweet the pleaſure, 

Where the heart e Hits, 5 

1 5 r 3 TJ Deus * 2 Ge. 


4 1 rial. EY * 37 f 
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KE 3 i SONG. 
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+ 4 K * 1 beute 


8 0 N G. 
Surg by. Mr. Bann! 1. 


W HILST happy in my native land, 
I boaſt my country?s charter, 


il never baſely LOS wy hand, 
Her liberties to barter. 
The noble mind is not all 
By poverty degraded ; - 
*Tis guilt alone can make us fall, 
And well lam perſuaded, | 
Fach free-born Briton's ſong ſhould be, 
Or g ive me death or liberty, . 
: Or give me, &e. N 


Tho? ſmall the power which fortune grants, . 
And few the gifts ſhe ſends us, FE 
The lordly hireling often wants 
That freedom which defends us; 
By la ſecur'd from lawleſs ſtrife, 
| Our houſe is our caſtellum ; 5 
Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear i in . 


For lucre ſhall we fell em | 
No!—every Briton's ſong ; ſhould 5 | 


Or give me death or —, 
Or give me, deer. . 


S DDD e 8s DE 

s O N 6. 7 

i Sung in he 15 -— 

TAD I a heart for falffiocd ffum © © | #7 
Ine er could injure „ 3 


ff For tho? your tongue no promiſe claim * 
your charms Won make me true. 


- EN * 22 ; ? 
5 To i 
g 4 
8 7 » : 
; : 4 


— 


” 199 


— 


1 no ſoul ſhould bear „ 


No ſtranger offer wrong; 
But friends in all the ag'd yowl meet, 
And lovers i in the you: | 


*% a= 
* * 
"Us * af 


And when they learn that you have den 1 
Another with your heart, . 1 of 
They I bid afpir1 ing, paffion reſt, | 


And act a brother's: -part. | 5 1 


Then, lady, dread not vere deceit, 4 ol bf 

Nor fear to ſuffer Wrong 5 ; 
For friends in all the ag'd you'll wen f 55 
c - Apa brothers i kn the 1 tar: ee 


74 
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Sung Ly Mr. Bannifiers a 
"HE wand'ring failor ploughs the: main, 
A competence in life ro * „ 2. 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeass 11: 27 75 
To find at laſt content and esſe; 
In hopes, when toils and danger s 8 0 er, "Et; ye 
To anchor on his native. Taore. SH ids 25% #7 Hd: 


1 * 
„ 


When winds blow hard, and mountains roll Y 
And thunders ſhake from 


= pale to pole; J 
| Tho? dreadful waves furrovndibg foam, ARE ont 
Still flatt*ring fancy watts him home; e 
In hopes, when toil and danger's e rr. 


To anchor on his native ſhore. | 
| When-roupd the bowl, the jovial crew, DES: 16 


e carly ſcenes of youth %% 
Tho? each his favourite fair will braſh; 1 % % ett 
2 is the univerſal toaſt— - e 

Call when — one 11 8 

| anchor on. our native ſhore... 18 2 396k 
K 4 SONG. 
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flee „ Mr. Banzifter, in the Ruaker. 


WV HLE the lads of the n mall merrily, ah 
Sound the tabors, I'll hand thee along; 5 


And I ſay unto thee, that verily, ah! 


Thou and I will be firſt in the hong. 


While the lads, &c. 


Jjuuſt then, ben dhe fl who liſt y year won the Jo r, 


With his mate ſhall the ſports have be 
When the gay. voice of Sladneſs reſounc 
5 bow r, 


Pan: 
Is from each 


And thou long tin thy heart to make one. 


While the lads, Sc. 
Thoſe joys which are barmleſs what 


blame? 


mortal can 


"Tis my maxim that yourk! mould be Ber ; 
And to prove that wy words and my deeds are the | 


ame, 
Believe me thou'lt preſently fee. 


While the lads, & c. 


: — 


4 
8 


A 
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Husa in the morn, the nineteenth 2 hy, 
: Recorded be for ever, the famous ninefy-two 


Brave Ruſſel did diſcern} by: dawn of day, 


LE 


The lofty ſails of France advancing now: 


All hands aloft, aloft, — let Engliſh valour lune ; 5 ; 4 
Let 7 a culverin, a ſignal ug the line*- A 2; 


Fe — 
. 


=; 


Aon 


ro 1 


Let every man ſupply his gun; ; 
a Follow me, 

And you'll fos 
That the battle will ſoon be won. 


Tourville on the main ABA hant rell'd, 
To meet the gallant Ruſſel in combat: on the deep; 
He led a noble train of heroes bold. 
+. mi fink the Engliſh. Admiral and his fleet. 
Now ev'ry valiant mind to victory doth aſpire ; 
The bloody fight's begun, and the ſea is all on fire; ; 
And mighty Fate ſtood *. on; 35 
Whilſt a flood, | F gk 
| All of blood, 5 
Fill'd the ae of. the Riſing Sun, : 
| Sulpbr, ſmoke and fire, b the aw, +: « 
With thunder and wonder, affright the gallic ſhore ; 
Their regulated band ſtood trembling near, 
| To fee their lofty ſtreamers, now no more: 
At fix o'clock, the Red; the Imiling victor led, | 
To give the ſecond blow—the fatal overthrow : : 
| Now death and horror 49 U 
No they ty. 3 1 „„ 
Run or die: - Xe. 
Britiſh colours 1ide*the vent main. 


2 


Ser they fly amaz'd thro rocks and ES 5 | 
One danger they graſp. at to. ſhun the greater fate; . 
10 vain they c foe aid to weeping lands: 8 675 
The nymphs and ſea gods mourn their loſt eſtate: 
For evermore adieu, thoa dazzling Rifing Sun, 
From thy untimely end thy maſter's: fate begun: 


Enough, then mighty god of Nr 2 
ow we fing, meet ants eel oo "1 &1 
„ Bleb chs King! ae 
Let us oa or to TFT: TPO er, 46114 Tf 36Þ- 
| n 1 I r a 


. | 80NG, 


0 
x 
| 


Thy ſorercign e o'er the mag. | 


8-0 N .. 
kat in the Daenna. 
EP. oY Louiſa, haſt thou aid, 

N 


Thou would" not loſe Anthonio's love, 
To reign the partner of a throne. 


And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind, 


And by that band [ preſt to mine, 


To gain a ſubject nation's love, 


I ſwear 1 would not part with thine ! eh 


Then how, my foul, can we be poor, i 
Who own what kingdoms could not buy? 
of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 


And ferving thee, a monarch I. 


Thus uncontroul'd i in mütual bun, 
And rich in love's exhauſtleſs mine, 

Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my . 8 
And “II take een, back from thine. 


or wilt thou that fond boaſt ton) 


e. 


| 7 oO N 6G. 
Sung 7 Mrs. Kenneth, at Flat. 


8 a 


G AIN Britannia fmile! 12 1 5 
Smile at each threat' ning toe! 


To ſave this drooping iſle, 


See Rodney ſtrikes the blow! 
Fei Rodney quickly will regain 


Againſt 


Ag ainſt the treach'rous wa Do ; 28: 
1 falſe allies eombine; ; 4 


But vainly the oppoſe, „ 

If Rodney diu is „„ ac 2 Hogte ae 
For gallant Rodney wall maintain 7 
The Britiſh empire o'er the main, 


_ 


123 8 he plough the main! | ah 
Long he wich pages! .-. .,-:-..: 114634 - 

Rewards 15 ſure to G 2 
Of King and people's love: 


For gallant Rodney will maintain 

The Britiſh empire o'er * „ 5 
0 Wow Wow. By Wo 

"Ls Written by Captain Morris. £465 75 


And | fins by Mr. Hooke, at the Anacreontic Society. 


8 down neighbours all, and'1'Nl gt ſtory, 
About a Britiſh farmer and Bill P=tr, the tory. _ 
I hadi it g hot from Ebenezer ber, 7 
Whos Lak r d pr Fog from e 775 lies in Boſton 
|  "Harbqurs * beds ee e 


Kao wow wow, fat 121 (46 idly Kay, : 
13 of Bou e Wow. | 


This Billy be! is card Britannia“s e M ; ck 
Tho' he's but a puppet that's held out to fool her 1 
His name is a paſſport to get in old finn er; 1 
80 ke deals the cards, that the knaves maybe winners ! ! 


. r EF 54 1 


1 41 9 3 
1 EAR Bow wow wow, &c. 
„ 
EE es "iis * 
* 

45 7 
— * 
. * 


„ ee 


Who have votes in the Houſe, about two out of five, , 


- He gave up the people, gait yow'd to his ſcandal, 1 


He went to Dad Jenky, by Trimmer Hal attended; 


This e * als SA Sch . to Boſton; 
With forty Jacking on one too, 555 lame him and I'd 


wih ln 6 Ain full of; wine, and his head full of ſtate 


Sham reforms,  commutations,. and the reſt of VA late 


| np, both drunk as e Fa they knock'd their heads 


| L- 204 1 


He was bred up a Whig but with N labobs to 1 >; 
Sir; | 


Sir ; 


They ſhouid ſeck for their bread Fader day-li ght or 2 
1 . candle. 354 #5 + "We 98 12 a3 5+. | 


* Bow WOW wow, &c. 


SI: abi 


Now it hap'd to the country he went for a bleſſing, 
And from the State Dad to get a new leſſon. 


In ſuch company, good, lack! how bis morals muſt 


de mended ! 
8 Bow wow wow, &c. 


* 


His bowels are ſoft, for they yearn'd for Indoſtan. 9 
If I had him in our e I'd feather him and | 
tar him, | 


TE: ran him. 
3 Box wow wow, c. 


* 


+ 8 tricks, "SO a 


-p,cericks, 
He came back with Harry, two birds of a feather, 


, S* > „ "fx — 1 * 1 
3 13 Ex} 33 | 3 1 261 


Pre Bow wow wow, dee. N 
New ſos it fell out, thas this air were e benighted, 
And dr6ve out of the road; fo the ſtateſman asked. 
And to get in again away erb d they, . 
To Kind, rhe back road unto the King's bighway, Sir. 
Bow WOW wow, Kc. 


x 4 8 
F AS 4 ha hy USE: 4 
2 8 41 <, 5 - a 


Long z 


0 FW Cy 1 
ong leg, in the dark were theſe wha of- the nations | 
BY 5 th are 


mbled at 1aft to a ſmall habitation; 7 b 
„ * they march.d up, while the fois, in con- | 
| uſion, : 5 | | 
Thought their hyes were aimed at, by hi bold intru⸗ 
on! 1 ples 3 
7102 ele 0 le — ens Bow wow 7 WOT & 


2 - 
Thedogs barkd, ducks 3 ol fore Billy baited: 
The wife ſhe cried out, boy We be all ruinated !?? 
Then ſtraightway ſhe. ſnatch'd up the veſſel ſhe e 
in 

ro four on the head of! this darkling Philifines, > 
Bow w wow wow, Ae, 


— 7 5 4 * 2 9 
- « bn, = +# a” 8 3 CLE 7 F 
[ * - ? wet F „ 44 2 2 we* 4 . 4 


The huſband awak'd, beck her rage * hör framing, | 
And ſhrewdly ſuppoſing his wife might be dreaming; 
To make matters hort, ſnatch'd his gun in a fury, 

And cried, 1 „Sons of Wen! 2 got what will rs | 


| 6 ye!?? r | 
8 wy. f its 110 . Bom wow wow, Kc. hb 
- £0/700 220793080 ,, 30 mar: 212 3 


Then Billy began r to | bte d oration,” b 
As oft . to bamboozle the nation; 
But Hodge cried, ** e N or Pl crack thy young 


1 crown fort: SH nod $0 A NET 4 
1 Thon belong'ſt to a rare gang of rogues, ru be 
| , 66 bound fort,” i En, lk eau 18. yH © 


4 ann Sits 41 04 ie Bow: WOW wow, c. 2 


+» 43 „„ 4 ON WEE > 

9 N o Hodge? quoth the wife, 1 don? t you mind his 
| : loud-bant/ring} on m rotof0 lo fam hiſog 
For certain he has under His Sat a dfak lanthotu - 
Shut thg gate of the courts if hęrance gers within it, 
* He'll Mhbyp: up the Ak alte f Il be baund ina 


minute.“ 0 
2 . Bow WOW W ow, dc. 


* VE” PONY VO Nn 


* 3 1 L 


39702 


7 256 * 
wen the wif ſhe went on Can you go for to fay 


© Any good od upon earth made thee raks this bye-way 


© Thou eint to ger foot in the houſe ; that's the 
plan on't; 

And fo let in 9 gang, to make what they” can 
| 8 7570 | 
1 5 Bow wow wow, de. 


ewt you Ur len e dees, e's rogue now 
* pretends, man? 


«He ef f .d. but for virtuous ends, 


He fays he he's our friend! but it's no ſuch a thing, 


13 
be The e dog would fay to the King, man * 
| 3 5 . wow wn. Sc. 


* 4 * 


Then Sts perceiving the vile in a fory, 
And knowing his deeds would not ſtand woman 8 s jury ; 5 
Felt the ſpirit of Jenky a dangerous potion;; 
And roar'd out to ee zo 1 for the motion. 


Then Harry 33 8 but Hodge tacewdly Arete 
His part was to fleal, whilſt the other was profing, 
Let fly at poor Billy, and ſhot thro? his lac'd coat: 
Oh! what. pity twas ĩt 441 not hit his waiſtcoat ! 


| Ws | Bow wow wow,; &c. 55 
2:77 3+ Tr +» JC 7 1b . 7 1% 214.385 . YES RE 
Solid men of Boſton Go no long onadows 3 ; 
Solid men of Boſton baniſh potations ; 
Solid men of Boſton; go to bed at fur-down, 
And "Lo con your ray, like the loggorheads 3 in 
n cone r | 1 


2 fy Ait 


* Bow wow wow, &c. 


* 
* 
— 
. 


sOoNG. 


3 


| e 2 

Sung by Mro Els, inthe gut, de., 
F all the retty flowers, 

A cowllip's my delight: 0 5 

Wan that I'dpaſ# my hours, „ * 

Both R . and id, bo] 

T0. fer 7 eval, Ec. 6 


This + coils ſmells fo cee, 5 ES 192 
And look d fo freſh and ga, 
Say sI, you're dreſs'd fo neatly, * 3 5 
8 . a ets prey £25, 2073 toons VT 
To mee S. 
one evening in the Ui - e e Set 6108 we 
__*Twas lying 2 e eee en 
I kiſs'd the pretty fairy, CCC 


n then ny own 5 70 
en rte ta. , 


710 % 


. j 8 40 
U pon a bed did reſt 5 12 et 1795 18 4 Ti 47. * 
I 1014 to pull i It Am” 80 E a 01.37 ; Nat 7 L 


And i an 23 26 113862.10-9 | 
| . before 1 r. FO 


S- 0 N oy 
3 Miſßbes of the Heart. 
rOUNG Sally, ride. of all the plain, 1 0s * | 


Was wood by every neighbourin Wal — 
Each own'd the lest ee "oh bs 9 * ” 
But Edward was the youth ſhe loved, | 15 „ 
dhe felt the flame, and eee 35 

1 260 wiſhes of the . „ 


. r 7 
No leſs enamour'd was the youth, 
His paſſion was replete with trutnhß; oc A 24 


He lov'd devoid of art; 

Often with joy he own'd the fame, 

To ſpeak (the youth Was not too dame) 5 
The wiſhes o his heart. E U_ 75 7318 ads Fo 40 


7131 
- 


One eve as thro' the grove ke va 1 7 1 97 
He ſpy'd his Sally, lee nnd 44 
Preparing to depart * TT 
Oh-eſay; lov'd girl! the ſhepherd cry * 
Hear my fad tale, and don't deride 5 
The wiſhes of my heart. : 


p 4 A cf # 
6” {2 S 4&3 £8 » 4. 4 tf #5 24 Sh 4 4 - 
* 


With tender eye ſhe 1 the brain, 
To hide her love ſhe thought was vain, 
But bow to Cupid's dart; 5 
She bluſh'd conſent, with logk ſo ohe, + ont) 
As bid the ſhepherd to repeat | TH 

The wiſhes of his heart. 5 


N * 
> 


9 


4 6 


He  bleſs'd-the- mandate, 2 love? 5 of 311 
Conjur 4 her in this happy hour 1 „„ 
That they might never part: 1 | 5 
She ſmil'd, at church they ſoon were bleſ | 


And now the lovers both poſeld;!: qo vol Tt. 
The wilhes of their hearts? ; 14 vir g oat 1584 5 
235 7 pi TIDY F : 
. 3 L 9 * — n of : S 5 


 Tho'Virgin's Firft Love." 


2 EE 10 4 
9115 d Fen gat Jathes i impare * 


1 


The timid delight of the Vi Fan eve, 1 08 
11826 213 10 zotfite; 2 

5 | or 

4 8 


1 1 

But if Wa fond. Virgin be deſtinꝰd to feel, 1 
A paſſion ſhe muſt 1 in her boſom conceal, | 
Let a ſtern parent's anger the flame diſap rove, 
Where's then the delight of the Virgin's 8 Firſt Love 2 
If ſtolen the glance N which Lale 18 confeſs d, 805 ä 

If the ſigh when half-heav'd be with terror Ne 'd; FE 
If the whiſper of paſſion cold caution muſt move, 
Where's then the delight of the Virgin F irſt Lov 3 
| . 1 
Or if her fond böte with nl ſighs Þ HOO 4 7 | 
Fora lover, who ceaſes her paſſion | to prize, A 
Forgetting the vows with which warmly he ſtreove 
To gain the . charms r the Virgin s Firſt Love. 


{1:07 Eon 139 2313, um Sefa 7 
17 tempted by oy en ventures to ſunn. we 51 
The gentle affections his tenderneſs won, 27 


With another throꝰ paſſion's wild mazes to rore, 1 K 
Where's _ the delight of the Virgin's Firit Love? 


© 2 a «x7 1 4 Pe . 99 34 £ ” £3; 2 N 


gee "ep eye, whe the tale of his treach'ry ſhe hears, 9 
Now beaming with ſcorn, and now gliſt ning with i 
| tears; | | 

How great is the anguiſh ſhe s ſated to prove! 
Farewell the delight of the Weis 7 Firſt Love. 


tr #66 © a+ JITPTT PEE 
+ No more ſweet emotion ſhall glow; on her cheek, FO, 
But paleneſs her boſom's keen agony ſpeak, ; ++ +77 


And dimm'd by affliction that eye ſnall now prove, 7 
Which ſpoke the le. N 50 958 Wee 


. 


Love. | ens 21 tt wg} 


And now, ſaid companion of mental diſtreſs, 3 
Diſeaſe ſteals upon her in health's flatt ring dreſs; 
Sure the bluſh on that cheek, ev ry fear muſt remove, | 
Ah no! ?tis the effects of the Virgin“ 8 TYP Loves 1 
Still brighter's the colour which glows © on Cher hooks 


Her eye ; boaſts a luſtre x no * can 8 Ts 


4 'T 210 1 
vet v vain are the hop theſe appearances move, 
Fond —_ ny ſpring ae, nn 80 Fir Love. 


And now, not unconſcious thite death WHY near, 
On her face ſee the ſmiles of contentment appear; 
No ſtruggle, no groan, his dread ſummons to prove, 
He ends the fon dream of the Virgin“ 8 Firſt Love. 


Ve ae ere your boſoms with tenderneſs . 

Let your choice from a glad ſanction receive, 

Leſt hopeleſs affection's keen anguiſh you prore, 
Age Hymaea ne er ſmile on the 0 8 Firſt Lore. 


| But chiefly beware that the much-favour'd youth 
Is wholly devoted to you and to'truth, 
Left the anguiſh of ſlighted affection vou prove, 
| Aga nd 1 — the _ of the RY! s bene 


The nag ae. 


ITH SY tha I riſe at morn, „„ os 
| : Haſte my flock to yonder _— £74 OL 
| BY the folds of rity comms ee 1 OLE LIG 
Theſe my gentle lambs: I feed, t 
Ever happy, ever 8% „%% 
f On the e pipe, and ct on OSV Orb 


3 Laura too oft] joins the ſtrain, iT 
Calls the wand'rer to his mate, 
Her ſweet voice can ſoothe each pain, 
And make the troubled heart Pon: a 
Ever happy, ever gay, | 


On the merry pipe, and 2 2 


1 


Tho' no ſplendour decks my cot, 

With my laſs I live content, 

May it be my happy lot fr.2 

Thus to love, and ne'er repent ; 88 | | 
Ever happy, ever gay. *** Au 
On the wa pipe, a and play. 3 a 


„„ „„ 8 — 
The Silver-ton'd. Beger. 


Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith, at V, un. 
HEN rous'd by the trumpet's loud clangor to 


arms, 

Reluctant I quitted Eliza's bright charms; 
Tho“ honour commanded, yet Iove fill'd my mind; 
For how could leave the > os charmer — 
Yet the rage of the battle with courage I Files 
| Surviv'd, while the heroes fell faſt by my 

Love ſtood my protector in all the alarms,” | 

While the filver-ton'd trumper ſfill founded to arma. 
Now olive-rob'd peace kind advances again, 

And her bleſſing Afpentzs wide over the plain; 
Return'd to Eliza, we join'd in the throng, © © 
Where is heard the foft pipe, or the heart-lifting : fong | 
Each rural amuſement with rapture we try, | 
While the beams of contentment Are form'd i in each 
4 Eo + 4:54 E | 
Lore ſtood my progelipyt in al the 1 ; 
While the filver-ton'd trumpet Mill ſounded to arms. 

What mortal like me ſo tranſcendantly bleſt, 
When claſp'd by the charmer with joy to her breaſt 2 | 
be laurel of conqueſt I give to the wind- 
Tis nought without love and honour combia'd = 1 es 
But when thus united, how noble the name l. 
Tuhat envy muſt wait on ſo happy a fame; woe 
Love Pads y protector in all my alarms, . 
Wen the IFer-ton'd trumpet * ſounded to arms. 


S80ONG. 


The London. „ 
Sung * Mr: Edwin in Nb 70 One. f 


Mercer I am in a very good ſtile, 
A Neat and pretty by jingo! | 
I bow and fmurk,. . 
I noddle and jerk, 
Tppen ptick up and perk; 
And ſimper and ſmile; ©. .,. 
With my hey dong, ding dong, dingo! 
Lord 1 Ao quite the thing! 
wih. my hey dong, ding dong, dingo! ! 


47 * 


At Bagnigge Wells Sometimes 1 6p tea, 


At Iſlington ſip good ſtingo: 
I Mut up my ſhop, 
And out of town pop, 
Thence dance at a hop; 55 
„ e ene 
With my hey dong, ding dong, ante l 
A'nt I quite the thing? : 

With my hey Hugs Fas. t. ange! 


oY 


E oy 3 „ . Nh 2 4 


Ss 0 N . 
= 2 Ci Corporation, | 


Vie bpucks who ſo oft at the city have meer d, 
Becauſe round their table you never pon 'd, 
Attend to'a brother, whoſe aim is at leaſt, 

To 22 at cheir colt 1 N gious fine feaſt. 


1 e e. 
The 


of 
4 * 14 2 4 


— - > - 1 
# i 0 * - Y 2 
* 3 


o 217 ] | 
The mouth is the place my friends let me tell ye, 
That leads on to filence the grumbling belly, 


- 
2 


For the belly's a place to depoſit a meal, 
With the wide op'ning mouth tis convenient to ſeal. 


ras N OT | ; Derry down, c. 


Mayor, Alderman, Commons, for once all agree, 
From diſcord, abuſe, and e' en dulneſs quite fee, 
Tho' ſtrange, this is fact, and P11 tell you the cauſe, 
They are met like good friends, for the good of their 
TDs 6 e \ 


; | Derry doaun, Se. 


| 1 » #5 10 \ 2 1 1 14 18 75 i „„ 5 E N 
The old charter of ſtuffing ſo much at free cot; - 
Being lately —— and of courſe nearly loſt. 
They begin to diſepver proviſions are der,, 

And the reaſon they'd trage of the Ills they, moſt fear. 

„ „ Dierty down, Sc. 
c E390 e,, od7 1950) 
K 4 $ ” AY * 

To give thoſe a reaſon, my friend is but kind. 
Whoſe eyes at length open?dy to reaſon qu. Pfg. 211 

Now weep with contrition, repenting the paſt, 
Content to do penance, tho? dreading to faſt. 5 

. eee , Denn, . 

Not ſo plain is the noſe on the Alderman's face, 
| trace, IC 1 >). lr G4 Corea 

As the cauſe why proviſions of all kinds grow: dear; 4 
As the means of averting the evil:they fer. T — 

8 . - 1 Ini ST A F Few A „ 7 

5 r My Cs 


— 4 * 
* r Fad F Fl 8 b 
4 > : £4, 


While at breakfaſt the food each ſwell bellied block, 
Is three pound of lambs fry, and two quarts of hock, 
And each meal thro? the day, takes an adequate heap, 
How the devil my friends can provifions be cheap? 
TE „„ down, Sc. 


If 


1 214 J 


If ; in earneſt they are, let the glutt' nous el ves, 

This moment begin a reform on themſelyes, _ 

That the world may no longer have reaſon to fear, 
What they mect to * cheap, they ftill eat to make 


Is 


dea 
5 8 ee Sc. 
s O N C. Ws gant” 7 1 


The Sailors Relief. 55 : | 
| Tone, Coane L Len e my „ 


Nox. moor'd, with bow! before us, 8 iod 
F 29d 2205 


4m 


Lend a brother ſailor chorus, +22 2813 b 
While he ſings our lives at "OJ : | 
O'er the wide wave-ſwelling e 

Toſsꝰ d aloft, or tumbled l -, 


As to fear, tis all a notion; ; 
INC Oe ena 0 „ $9997 5% 


* 


35 


Tune, Life 75 choquered. 


Hark! the boatſwain hoatſely bawling, gina ag} % 
By top-ſail ſneets and wi far ſand; - 4:1 } 
Down top-gallants, down be haulin, 

Down: your ftay-ſails hand, my. hand ; 
Now ſet the braces, 7 S 
Don't make wry faces; | : 
But the lee top-ſail ſheets let go; | 
- "kg Fs Tp tg vr AL ER 


-Starboar 4 
„ eie, ot $ink cc . 

| Turn your quid, 5 OE ects; TEE 
Take a ſwear, V. - 

a d 50% £4 . 


6. 


L 2156 1 
Fin ee 


Oh! ye landſmen, idle lying + ts 10 


All along-fide beauty*s charms, 
Safe in ſoft beds, ſeas defying, : 
Free from all but love's a arms. 
While on billows, billows rolling, 


Death appears in every. form, aces (br 


On no ladies laps we're rolling, 


No kind kifscanccalm the ln. 


But land peals on gala are claſhing, 91 
Through rift rocks, the ſhrill eee, 3 


In our eyes fierce lightning flaſhing, 121 


Scorch the ſails, and ſtench chodecks. 21817 


Burſting clouds upon us pouring 51100 


4 je 
- & 


Black, ; 0!erſpread- the: ade of day, * D307-217t eÞ 
Burying ſeas in:whirlpools roarings Clit 2191 09 
— iery ſkies the ORG 2 9 „ 
High, the coffing ge heaves 1 us, EF. 
Tow *rds the pole aloft we go, V 9 
While the clouds ſeem to receive us © 2 
Dreadful yawns the gulph below. | „„ 
In that dark deep, down, down, down, 1 
Down we fink from fight of ſky, 
By the ſwell as inſtant 'up throw, 5 r ns 
Hark ! what means 1, diſmal et „ 
The foremaſt's gone, y yells fome dad been 
O'er the lee, twelve feet bove oe” 
A leak beneath the cheſt-tree's ſprung-out,,. „ 15 


Call all hands to clear. the . 

Quick the lanyards cut in pieces 
Tome my hearts be ſtout and bold, 

Plumb the well the leak ern, 


Four feet water's in the hold. 


II 2465 J] 
W. orſe and worſe, the wild lade tearing, 


Warring waves around us foam, SE 
For the worſt, while we're preparing, — 3 
Nature ſhrinks, and ſighs for — * 12 — 

There our babes perhaps are ſaying, 
In their little liſping firains 0 1 ifs + 
As found their mother's knees they re playing, - 
Daddy ſoon will come Agnes + 47 4 Giep qe , 
20 
Tune, Early one, mort + ell 1 Tar. 


If we muſt die, why die we muſt, - 5 
Tis a birth in which all muſt belay mun. 
When our debt's due, for death won't truſt, 
Then all hands be ready to pay mun. e 1326 Bl 
As to life's ſtriking its flag, never fear, 
Our cruize is out, that's all my — 2 i 
In this world we've luff d it up, thus; and no near, 
So let's ſhip ourſelves has for beige g e S093 


* 


has The fe ft againe, 


bi Overboard the guns be throwing, . 
To the pumps „ a ee Ty.” 
See her mizen maſt is going, Se 18 „ 
On the lee beam lies the land. 45 5 
Rifing rocks appear before "vi; FL : AS, e 
Hopeleſs, yet for help. we call, „„ 


Ev'ry ſea breaks fatal oer us . 
To the ſtorm' s fell W 5 we fall. bY 


; v5 I 
Swells ä s eye ith tears „ 


And deſpair; with briſtly forehead, EY BA 
On each bloodleſs ſhes —_—_— ĩͤ ß 
Sadly we view the ruthleſs wave I 
O*erwhelming ſeds roll mountain high; 1 
The ſwell comes of, our watery ene 
| Hk! what means yon happy” cry ! 6 


= 


— 1 „„ fi” of 


© ==? ; 
* q # = 


7 c. 27 1 5 RS 
The leaks we've found it cannot PP, 45, 4+ 
We're lighten'd her a foot or more; N | 
Up and rig a jury fore- maſt, 
| She rights,. ſhe rights, boys, wear cas n 
Now, my hearts, we're ſafe from finking, 
We'll again lead ſailor's lives; 5 
Come, the cann boys, let's be drinking „ i 
To our e and our wiss., 3 


eee 


N 0 N G. F 3 Bees 2 "I 

5 i Fortitude. Fl 3 

MAT noble paſſion fortitude, „ 7 — 
A Briton fill will clam „ 


For ever when in ſervitude, . 
T'add honour to his name; 
From every danger he is arm'd, 
| Prem every beir Bod ©t. + £0 4+ ole Bd 

By freedom is his boſom warmed.. . 
And 3 Joys in FRO 


" 89 * 4 ">. * - 6 — ; 
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Sung by Mr. Davies, in Two to Oh. 5 25 


HERE i is a chimdermaid Ie ig the South, 
So tight, .ſo light, ſo neat, ſo gay, ſo ta TE 
Her bre is like the roſe, and the pretty little mouth 
Of pretty little Tippet is the e 


Never could 1 claſp the waſte of Sukey, $a, or Peg, 
Their arms ſo red, their ugly legs ſo bandy- o! | 
But flim and taper is the 7 the neat and Pretty leg 

Of en little Tippet is the dandy—0 5 


— 


. i : - # 4 ; . 1 
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l 28 ] 
Tippe et of che South, if ſhe gives me but a e 
| Cheers the. cockles of wF ſipping heart Like 
| brandy -! | 
Each rt, each limb, each look, would ny one 


. 
But take her altogether, the” s the dandy—o ! ! 


Each part, an limb, each look, * any. one 
8 beguile; 5 ä 
And Tippet' s little coral | 1s the dandy—o! 


"i of F > 


; ee SES SSSTATES SS 2x 5 
A Hunting S O N G. 


HIS morning Aurora peep'd over the hill, 
And the froſt had deſerted the meadows and rills, 
And the heart chearing horn did enlivea the hound, 
Who with noſtrils extended ſnuff'd over the ground. 
We mounted our horſes devoid of all care, 
For no pleaſure can Es the chace of, the hare. 


To the chace we hve been unattended by fear, 

For friendſhip was preſent when danger was near; 
With joy and delight the fleet hare we purſue, 
What music can equal the hounds in a view; 

When ſhouts and rejoicings then rended the air, 
With the cry of the Rounds at the wah of the hare. 


Then the morn it is * in the evening we join, 
In mirthgnd good fellowſhip, freedom and wine; 
No diſputes at our meeting ſhall ever appear, 

No ſcoundrel partake of our temperate cheer 5 _ 
But hearts fill'd with joy, we merrily ſing, 

| Succeſs to our country, and health to our king. 


* 


| TH Spring with Coal face 3 is ſeen, 


To uſher in the May; 
And nature ctad in mantle green, 
All ſprig*d with flow'rets gay: 
The feather'd ſongſters of the grove, | 
Then join in * and love. | 


The lark that ſoaring cleaves the ſkies, 


Low builds her humble neſt; e 
The rambling boy that finds the prize, 
Is ſure ſupremely bleft 7 © - 
For when the tuneful bird is s flown, _ 
He Lon and marks | * Tor his own. 


* — * { 
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Sung in os Poor Soldier. | 
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'% Charms, of. ili. . 81 nd 
GB of eaſe, leave Lethe's n 


| Obſequious to the muſe and me: 
For once endure the Pain to 2855 

O ſweet inſenſibility! | 
Siſter of peace and indolence, _ 


Bring, muſe, brin numbers ſoft . 
Elaborately od? 'of "Ba en, and, fe 


3: 


'L 
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And ſweetly thoughtleſs let! a 155 7 17 bogus: 15 


#6 © © £ 


Near to ſome ER I ws mead, 


There let me doze ay dull hours z $11 145% 25 


And under me let Flora 
A On of her coil how | flows rs; 5 


* 
# 2. * 
4 * 
- 
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Where, Philomel, your notes you breathe, . +4 ERS 
Forth from behind the neighb'ring pine 

While murmurs of the ſtream beneath 
Still flow i in uniſon with n 


For thee, 0 tenets?! "the woes : 


Of life we patientlyenduret!! fo 7 
Thou art the ſource whenee labour flows; . 
We ſhun thee but to make thee e 5/7 - 


For who would bear war's toil and waſte, 
Or who the thunders of the ſea, 9-17 
But to be idle at the laſt, of 3:1 
And find a pleafing endin thee 5 8 


8s O N G. 
. Sung i in the Strangers at Home. 5 


OUNG Roger = ka a. who wanted 4 
[ 5; mUee,; 

Went along with his daddy a courting to Is 5 - 
With noſegay ſo large, in his holiday cloaths, 

His hands in his E away Roger — 
Now he was as bafhful as bafhful could be, 

And Kitty, poor gurl, was as baſhful as be⸗ 0 
So he bow'd, and he ſtar'd, and he let his hat fall; 
Then he grinn'd, fcratch'd his 8221. and ſaid nothing 
at all. 


Ls 


| 
If hat the ſwain, no leſs aukward the mad 
She fimper'd and blufh'd, with her apron-ftring TY 
ill the old folks impatient to have the thing done, 
Agreed that Roger and Kare ſhould be one. 


In ſilence the young ones nodded aſſent; 
Their hands being join'd, to be married they went, 
Where they an{wer'd the par ſon with voices ſo nt, 

You'd _ ſworn that wh both had ſaid nothing at 
25 a 5 


F 


o hs . 
\ . "ay * 7 3 : * * 5 l 
1 | | But 
* 7. id ; 95 < 
— . . 


Fr 


But mark what: a change—in the nah of a week, 
Kate quite left off bluſhing— Roger boldly could | 
ſpeak ; 

Could 3 with bis dreary, laugh loud at the jeſt; 
She could coax too and fondle as well as the beſt; 

And aſham'd of paſt folly they*ve often declar'd, 
| To encourage young folks who at courtſhip are ſcar'd, . + 
If at firſt to your aid ſome aſſurance you'll call, 
When once 9 21 are © us'd to't tis noth Ig at all. | . 


< - 


s o N G. 
Sung i in the Strangers at Home. 


OOD Sir, in vain you bend your brow, _ .. © 

And look ſo queer, I know not how, „„ 

And ſet your arms a kimbo; 59 7 4 4 

My laughter you now provoke, ooo: oo 
Oh! oh! oh! oh! | . | „„ 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! MED. ed | 

So pleaſant i is the e 2 9 ee % 


If, fir, 1 chooſe to try my my ill ele * e * 
Or fencing, ſoon you'd hade — ei 
But mighty ignior Whiſkers,  _ 185 
Wich you I won't engage, x * 
Oh! oh! oh! oh! : ae ow 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! = PR 
A ig for all your 1 CVVT 


Na , prithce friend, don't at your Wett 

I ſhan't draw mine upon my word; 
Nor could I fight for laughing, . 1 "ER 

_ Where I to look at you: | - $0521" 18 

| Oh! oh! ob! oh! VA 
Ha! ha! hab!!!! Ee 

And fo feet ir, )0VVWWVVVS 0116-0 SER 


* 
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8 O N „ 
Ben and Kate of n 2 Mr, een, 


Bet. 


AREWELL, ſweet Kate, the failor 5 
„War calls your Ben away; 
„ Wence peace returns, I'll make my bride 
„Sweet Kate of Invermay.“ a 


Kate. 


« F arewell, my Ben,“ fair Kate reply'd, 5 
4 Since honour wills it bo; | 
% May angels o'er thy fate prefide, | 

— oF And ſhield thee from each foe © a 


2 5 Ben. | | 1 
„I thank thee, Lore and now no four THEE >74q-on 
Can reach thy ſailor's heart; LL 
(Save only one, my beauteous dear). I nit 
$6 ”Tis e now muſt part.” 2 | 15 + If 


"Hh 


« Far be*t from me to bid thee ſtay, 
«© When battle calls to arms! | 

« Britannia bids thee, Ben, away, : ” 

6 ue? Albion: s dread alarm. EF 


Ben. 5 


& She doth but mul leave my Kate 


„Without one parting kiſs 9 
« Forb dit, Heav'n! forbid it, Fate! ad 
Take this—and this — and this.“ 


8 Bh 


Es 1 


She preſs'd hex —_ lips to his, 
And took a fond adieu; 
He flies returns and crowns their bliſs, 


Serves Love—and Honour to; 


P 


Sweet fas, ne'er chav the glowing youth iS 4 
When Honour calls away, 6 
So ſhall your loves be erown'd with truth, 233% < 


Like thoſe of Invermay. 368 Tues 1 FE 


oh 


24 S O NG. 
a in Pontainblea. 3 1 60 


ET fas ſound the trumpet, and cry, 6 to the 
war !*”. 
Let glory che the ſtrain; ; 
The full tide of honour may flow from the as 
And heroes may {mile on their pain. 7 
The treaſures of Autumn let Bacchus diſplay, 
And ſtagger about with his bowl.; n 
On ſcience, let Sol beam the luſtre of TR” 8 +; 
And 2 * in fi to the ſoul. „ 


* 


Let India nfl her nien gems to the view, 


Each virtue, each joy to improve; 
Oh, give me the friend that I know to be true, | 


And the fair that 1 tenderly love! 
What's glory but pride ? a vain bubble 1 is fame, 8 
And riot the pleaſure of wine : Wh; 
W hat riches but trouble? and titles a name, 
But friendſhip and, love are divine! 


L 4 : : ED SONG. 


ECC ⁵˙ÜU! 
Sung 1 in the C'oleric Fathers, 


V HEN ofer the world the heedleſs und 
Hath, till the duſky twilight, ſtray d, 


His 6mple plains cry'd “ here T am, 
Ot night and ſolitude afraid.“ 


„ But far off his dam he hears, FS £ 
Echoing oft the mournful bleat, N | 

He runs and ſtops, and hopes and fears, 

And bounds with pleaſure when they: meet. 


$443$46+3954455524$5 5455554554446 46 ++ 


8 O N G. | 
Sung in Too Civil by Half. 


Wi order firſt from Chaos ſprung, 
Fair England blooming r 5 
And ancient bards their lyres ſtrung 

To ſound its riſing fame. | 


. Cs. When Britiſh cannons roar, = 

5 Againſt proud France and Nm, 

From ſhore to ſhore, 
Great Britain rules the main. | 


Health led her ſons chrouphout the iſle, 
And round its fertile land; 
The ocean made its ſubjects ſmile, 
ler commerce to comman 


When Britiſh, &c. 
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E the Fair Auen of Hearts, © Js 
Sung 'by Mr. Incledon, at Varxhall, TE 


F EWELL: to the park and the plays SORE 
Farewell the aſſembly and bath; 1 
Fe parties ſo frolie and gay; „ ed rnhg 
With pleaſure farewell to you V 
No joys can I now find in wine, * 8 

Shot through with ſly Cup id's keen darts, -F 
My freedom well pteas'd I 5 ky i rag + an Yo 
T o Lucy the fair f a of Hearts. e 
For Lucy I ſigh, for Lucy I die, 
For Tuey, the fair Mera of n. = 


Tho? beauties are plenty. own, 2D: 24% © 
Regardleſs I view their dull charms, 
Nor beauty cou'd conquer alone, 
But beauty and merit diſafrm dd. 
Inſi pid to me all their faces, N 
6 vain they play off all their arts, 
ar'd to the numberleſs graces 
reg, the fair „ of Hearts. 


For NE I gh, | xc. : 


— 


She liſtens to 25 that I lays? Nt, he 
She bluſhes whenever we meet. * 

Tho? with others ſhe's lively and gay, | : 
With me ſhe'is grave and diſcreet. 

Ta church then I'll lead my fair bride, 

And ſcorning deceitful baſe arts, 

Still happy whate'er may betide, 
1 en me fair Queen of Hearts. | 


Fe or pe I Mn $655 
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Sang by Mifs Poole, at Vaurball. 


„Von. Damon was whiſtling briſk and gay, 
Wich waiſtcoat fo red and e ſo grey, 
Juſt merrily come from the fair, ; 
He met pretty Sue in the way, 
- Come kiis me, ſaid he, 
T won't, ſaid ſhe, _ 
-You're bold, and J hate you, I 40 declare. 


| He offer'd a ribbon her hair to Ga; 
Dear Suſan come kiſs, and in pity be kind, 
_ Or I'll hang in a fit of deſpair ; 
£ Deſpair, cried the maiden, is blind, 
- Then kiſs me, ſays he, 
I won't, ſays ſhes © . 
You think that I love you, I don” t 1 declare. 


% 


Shall we-go to the parſon, he roguithly 818. | 
| She curtiſied, cried yes, bluſh'd and held down der 
| . head, | 
With a look that difpell'd all his eare ; : 
For Ps found that he wiſh*d her to wed. 
ell, kiſs me, fays he, 5 


1 will, ſays ſhe, | 
Pl kiſs when we're wed, not till then I decke. 


T 
Blue-ey 'd Patty. 


| Op Kester would my Patty ting: 2 
Old A God ſave the Ring. 


* 


And baniſh my care; 


Fo 2 


Fai air Roſamond, and Sawney Scot, 
Lillibullero, and what not: 
All theſe would fing my W 40 Patty, 
As with her pail ſhe trudg'd along, 
While {till the burden of f my ſong, 
My hammer beat to blue-ey'd Patty. | 


* 
4 


But nipping; froſts, and chilling rain, I 
Joo ſoon, alas! choak'd ev'ry ſtrain; 
Too ſoon, alas! the miry way | 


Her wet-ſhod feet did ſore diſmay, Mt 6 ©, 
And hoarſe was heard my blue · ey d ed ; | 
While I for very mad did cry, ** 


Ah! could I but again, ſaid I, 
Hear the ſweet voice of blue-ey'd Patty! 


Love taught me how : I work'd, I ſang; 5 
My anvil glow'd, my hammer rang 
Till I had form'd from out the fires” * 5 i 
To bear her feet above the mire, © _ 
An engine for my blue-ey'd Patty. 
Again was heard each tuneful cloſe, 
My fair one in the patten roſe, 
Which rakes 1 its name from blue-ey'd Patty. 


* 


ett. 
+ Ws © = 
Sane: in Richard Ceur de Lin | 


ET me, gentle pilgrim, entreat you comply, 
Pin ſure by your looks you cannot long deny, 
Kind Sir, we beg you'll deign to ſtay, 

To hail with glee our wedding day, 

All on the green, with garlands freſh and fair, 

| Oh! what delight, wou *4 you our * ſhare- 

| With dance and ſong, 

We'll join the throng, 


L i Fon 


'F 228 1 


For ſuch a theme, 
Tho? 1 ſeem, 
vet fing I may one tender lay, 
Oh! Love, O! gentleſt pow'r, 
Smile on the wedding hour. 


You ſee, my dear hacker, tho? young I can vieats, : 
The pilgrim will ſtay, I have won him with eaſe : 
"4 yes, I'm ſure, he can't ſay nay, 
We all ſhall keep this holiday: 
Then on the green, your pleaſure to enhance, - 
If you but think to Julia to advance, 
Altho' not yet 
Tall as Laurette, 
1 think you'll own I can dance, Tee» pO 
Win ſprightly ſtep 5 | 
"FU — I'll leap, 
And fing all day 
'That happy lay, 
f Love, O1 gentle pow - oY 
| Smile on the wedding our, 


== „% 


1 by Mrs. Porfter,” in Inbie and Yarico, 


HO lovers, like markſmen, all aim at the heart, 
Some hit wide of the mark, as We wenches all 
| know; 
But of all the bad Mots, he 8 hs worſt in the art 
Who ſhoots at a pigeon and kills a crow=—O ho! 
Tour maſter has kill'd a crow. © 


When youngſters go out, the firſt time in our lives, 
At random they ſhoot, and let fly as they go; 
-So our maſter unſkill'd how to level at WIVES, 


Has ſhot at a enn, and kill'd a crow. _ 
| O ho, &c. 


„ 
Love and money thus waſted, in terrible trim! 
His powder is ſpent, and his ſhot running lows _ 
Vet the pigeon he miſs'd, I've a notion with him 
| Will never, for ſuch a miſtake, pluck a crow. 
No! no! * vo 
| Your maſter _ keep his crow; 2 


* Z 
— if 4 2 
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5 8 O N G. ; 
Sung in Richard Cour &i Lion. 


H! wou'd the night my bluſhes hide, 
The truth to thee I wou'd confide, 
Yes, yes, I own tis true, 3 „ 
Whene'er his eyes I meet, 
I feel my heart begins to beat, 
It beats and trembles too. 


But when my hand as gently prefles, TEES: 
A ſtruggling figh I fear confeſſes, . F: 

Ah! more than bluſhes could impart, , 
And more than words betrays my heart. . 


Oh! wou'd the night my bluſhes hide, 5 
The truth to thee I wou'd confide, „ 
= ves, I own *tis true, | ST 

Whene'er his eyes I meet, 
I feel my heart begins to bea, 
It beats and trembles too. „ 
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Plybebe of the V. ale. Be 
OUNG William, frolickſome and gay, | 
Was crofling o'er a ſtile, _ b * 


His heart and thoughts were blythe as May, 
Unus d to care ans _ . 


— . 


F 2 1 

His generous breaft, by nature taught, | 
To liſt to others woes, 

The widows plaints his feelings caught, 
For who can them oppoſe. | : 


Sweet Phebe tripping o'er the lawn, 
Was notic*d by our ſwain, | 
She fill'd his breaſt ſoon with love's thorns, 
He look'd and look'd again; 
Oh! heav'n born maid, ah, prithee day, 
Let nature now prevail; 3 | 
Tell me your name, the nymph did La | 
*Tis Phebe of the vale, 


Then gentle Phebe quick inſtill 

Some pity in your breaſt; | 

What throbbing pains mine now 40 au, | ; 
Indeed *tis robb'd of reſt; _ 5 

Never *till now ſweet lovely maid, ; 
Did love my breaſt aſſail; RS 2s | | 

Ah! don't fipcerity upbraid, „„ Eiks 
Sweet PhePe of the vale. | 


Ah, no ſhe cry'd, forbid it love 

That 1 mould cruel pe „ 
There is but one my breaſt can move, | 

And that ſweet youth is thee ;” 

What joys, ſays William, fills my breail, 
Since nature will prevail; 

For every virtue is poſſeſt, 
By Phebe of the vale. 


„ rent N lt 
S ON S. 
The Contented Peaſant. 


Te dear- domeſtic joys of life, 
Are worth a thouſand others; 1 


A tender mate, who love not ſtrife, 


Kid ers and on brothers. 


f 237 5 


No peexith paſſions break on. 3 . | at 


Or raiſe contentious ſtorm ; 
But what we know will ſerve or pleat 
Our ready hands Fe 


We never ſaunter out by day, ; 15 
Or do our work by halves 

I mind the ſheep, the carn and hay, | 
My wite the cows and calves. 


The field, the FW oe: and the flock, 
 - Que honeſt wealth create; 7 
Our children, ſervants, and our lock, 
Are our aftairs of ſtate, 4 


At op'ning day we greet the ſun; robs 
And riſe refreſh*d and healthy; 
And find that *tis by duty done, 
We grow both wiſe, and wealthy. 


Thus thro” a lengthen'd line of years, 

We've all our wiſhes cra ve; 

And bleſt with more than hopes or fears, ; 
We ** a Wc n, 


6 
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9 
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s O N 6, 
Colin that lives in the Vals. | 
Sung by Miſs Bertles, at V. auxball. 


JESSAMIN ſweetens the bow'r, 2 | 15 


And cowſlips adorn the gay green; 
And the roſes, refreſh*d by the ſnow'r, 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene. 
In a cottage retirement there lives 
Young Colin, and Phœbe the Fair; 

The bleſſings each other receives, 
In mut wal enjoyment they are: 


| a 


- " 


And the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 7 
* conſtant as Cola that lives in the vale. 
They're e tee. 


* . 


2 f 


| The ſweets of contentment fupply 
The ſplendor and grandeur pride ; 'E 
No wants can the ſhepherd annoy, y, 
While bleſt with his beautiful bride +. Celts 
He wiſhes no greater delight _ 7 50 
Than to tend on his lambkins by day 3» 3 
And return to his Phcebe at night, 
His innocent toil to repay : 
And the lads te}ls the lafles, in hopes to prevail, 
They re as conſtant as Col: that lives in the vale, 


" 4 


If her lover delighted app ears, 
The fair one partakes = bis bliſs ; 
If dejected, ſhe ſooths all his cares, 

And heals ev 'ry pain with a kiſs. | 
Ye ſwains, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent fair one betray ; HIER 
From this pair learn the true joys of love, 
And his dictates with honour 9 1 
Your paſſions, fond ſhepherds, will f, furely VEST 
Tt conſtant as Conn that lives 1 in the vale. 
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S 0 N G. 
Sung „ Mr. alk, at the Avacreontic Society. 


O Anacreon, in hands where he fat in dan 
Wee 
"A ﬀew ſons of harmony ſent a petition; 
That he their inſpirer and patron would be, | 
When this anſwer arriv'd _ dino jolly old ore. 
cian: . 


2 


11 5.45! 49 ” Voice, 


8 

« 4 f ous ; TE 3 
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Voice, fiddle and flute, 1 
. „ No loge be mates, 


*« T'll lend you my name, and inſpire ye to boot : 2: 
+ And beſides, Pl inſtruct you like me to entwine, 
8 The myrtle of Venus wit Bacchus“ 8 vine.“ 1 


The news thro' Ol ympus immediately 1 i 
When old Thunder retended to: give himſelf airs? 
«© If theſe mortals are fuffer'd their ſcheme to purſue, 
The devil a goddeſs will ſtay above ſtairs. 
Fark! already they cry, 
In tranſports of joy, 
Away to the ſons of Anacreon we'll fly; 
& And there with good fellows, we'll learn to en- 
« twine . 
ons | The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine." 


25 The yellow-hair'd god his nine fuſty 9 
„From FHelicon's banks will incontinent flee ; 
dalia will boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhades, 
0 And the bi-forked hill a mere deſart will be:. 
„My thunder, no fear on' t. 
Shall ſoon do its errand. 
And dn me, Pl ſwinge the ring leaders, © war- 
6 rant 5 
« ll trim the young dogs for thus daring to twine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's s vine. 
Apollo roſe up, and ſaid, 85 pr yrhee ne er quarrel, 
„Good king of the gods, with my vot' rĩes below; 
8 « Your thunder is uſeleſs : Then ſhewing hag laurel, 
Cried, * Sic evitabile fulmen, you know! «4 
„Then over each head, ST. 
44 My laurel Pll ſpread, 
80 my ſons from your crackers no miſchief ſhall | 
8 &« dread ; 
+ Whilſt, ſnug in their elub- oom, bey vr 
-  twine ..: | 
& The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus' 5 vins. 


Next 


"MY 
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Next Momus roſe up, with his rifible ph, ö 


And ſwore with Apollo he'd chearfully join. 
The full tide of harmony ſtill ſhould be his, 
But the ſong, and the catch, and the laugh, ſhall 


© be mine, 
, -66 "Things RS be not jealous 
Of theſe honeſt fellows: 
" Cried Jove, © we. relent, fince the truth you now 
| «© tell us: 
And ſwear by old Styx, that they long mall en- 


„ twine 
66 The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus“ s vine. 


Ye ſons of Anacreon, then] join hawd 5 in hand; j 
Preſerve unanimity, friendſhip, and love: 

*Tis your” s to ſupport what's ſo happily plan'd ; 
You? ve the ſanction of gods, and the fiat of ere | 

80 While thus we agree, 

| Qur toaſt let it be; 

May our elub flouriſh happy, united, and free ; 

And long may the ſons of Anacreon entwine | 

The . of Venus with Bacchus“ vine. 


„ + 


rastet,, ᷣͤ eee 


A New SON G. 
225 Triumph of Bacchus. 


7 | 


1 fs 5 * 


5 [The Triumph of 9 an elegant ſong, wiitien : by ale | 


Morris, gave riſe to the following, in which it is attempred to 
transfer the wreath he had placed upon the brows of the Green 
of -34# to the God 'of Nee | 


JOVE once hes Olympus, bis eyes caſt on arr 
And for want of a ſomething ſaw mortals repine, 
Then Semele claſp*d, and to Bacchus bird. 
Who Ds: * * * the vine. 


1 


By a nic? fo rare the ſtem gourittd beter, 

And cluſters impending, its tendrils ſoon 9 
Whoſe orbs gave the high-ſparkling near to flow, 
And the 80 rage of gods, men With , em- 

brac* | | 


Bacchus mark'd with delight as their lips met the 
| bowl, 


The lank ſcowling viſage of enyy grow clear; 


Contention and diſcord take leave of the ſoul, 
And the ſocial affections 1 in bloſſom appear. 


The time-furraw'd fa age, when the goblethe 74 
Bade ſcience abſtracted and ſtudy adieu - 
With a ſwig the ſtern ſtoic ſubdued his pride, 
And nene the AA of ſenſe to be true. 


1 * L N 


The poor ragged bard, who in epic had ze -- 
And in vain for a patron had varied his lays, _ 
At the foot of the vine, threw his lyre unſtrung, 
And ——_— for a wreath of the ivy his e 
Her vot'ries no longer could 8 „ 
When the vine's magie beams piere'd the ſpat! ot 
her charms ;. | -- / 
But forſaking her altar, hy Ene to the bowl, 


Bacchus ſmild, _ 577 ee age” in bis | 


arms. 


All thoſe who partook of the — 8 7 
Own'd the gift worthy Jove, and united agree, 
That fate's bitter cup is made gratefal with wine, 
And rn, fince have confirm'd the decree. 
As onward we og rough the mazes af life, 
Now elated with hope now depreſſed with fears, 
Tis the balm of the bottle. that ſoftens the ſtrife, 


A even — 8 3 endears. ; 


* 


5 


23 


it. 
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In its bright ſparkling ſtream is the magic combin'd, 
Which can ſorrow and care from the boſom dif- | 
place; 
Make the ſunſhine of gaiety float on the rad? < 
And the ſmile of contentment to beam from The 
face. 


* 


Come then, jolly . with thy goblets well ſtor'd, 
And while their ſoft powers my ſenſes poſſeſs, 

Let the power of freedom a ſhelter afford, 
And 171. make ſacred the bliſsful receſs, | 


Each wich chen complete, in poſſeſſion of theſe, 
I never for riches or fame will contend :. 

Nor e/er, partial fortune, arraign thy decrees, 
If you leave unmoleſted my bottle and friend. 


| eee. * N 


e 9.5 5 
The —_— Bowl. - 
| Sung at the Anacreontic Society. 


THEN the: fancy-ftirring bowl - 
Wakes its world of pleaſure, 1 2 
3 Glowing viſions gild my foul,” a 2 
And life's an endleſs treaſure. 
Mem' ry decks my waſted heart, 
F — 5 with gay deſires; 
Rays divine my ſenſes dart, 
And kindling hope inſpires. 


Then who'd be grave, 
- When wine can ſave 
The heavieſt ſoul from Be . 
And magic grapes 1 24Þ 
Gire angel ſhapes 3 
To ev'ry girl we're drinking, 


w_ : 
| | TS 
5 i , 8 


«?: 


K 237 of 
Here ſweet beadgntty and love 


Shed their influence round me, 

_ Gather'd ills of life remove, R 
And leave me as they found me. 
Tho' my head may ſwim, yet true 
Still to Nature's feeling, 

Peace and beauty ſwim there to, 
And rock me as I'm reeling. 


Then who'd be grave, Ke. : 


On youth's ſoft pillow, tender truth 

Her penſive leſſon taught me; 
Age ſoon mock'd the dream of youth, | 
And wiſdom wak'd and caught me. 
| A bargain then with love I knock'd, 
To hold the pleaſing gipſey,, 
When wile to keep my boſom lock'd, 5 
But turn the my when tipſy. 

Then who'd be grave, &c. 


When time e my heated heart, 
The grey -· beard blind and cen en 
Forgot to cool one little | 
Jjuſt flum'd by Luty's dimple. 
That part's enough of beauty's type” 
To warm an honeſt fellow, £ 
And tho? it touch me not when ripe, 
It melts fall while Pm mellow. 


Then who'd be : grave, &e. | 


Life S A voy ge, we all declare, | 
With ſcarce a port to hide in; 

It may be fo to pride or care, 
That's not the fea I ride in: 

Here floats my ſoul, till fancy's eye. 
Her realms of bliſs diſcover, 

' Pr'ght worlds, that fair in proſpect 

To him that's half ſeas over, - 

Then why: 


_ 


soxd. 


grave, he. 2 


a /% 


# 
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5 


Dee 


5 "4 
8 How imper fact is ge 


EN RO Us hearts, all eaſe deſpiſing, 
15 Prompted as the feelings move, 
From low int "reſt nobly riſing, 
. Yield of pureſt faith and love. 
Chains, how fruitleſs to reſtrain them ! 
Since a ſigh can bid 'em fall; 
Art, how feeble to regain them ! 3 
When they fly at Nature's call. 


£ 


Helpleſs thus, and  unſuſpeCting, 
When the hanet's captive made, 
To each beam is foul directing, | 
Still it eyes the ſylvan ſhade, 
From the gilded manfion turning, 
To where freedom gaily moves ! 
Reſtleſs flutt' ring, i mourning, 


Still it loaths the care it Per. 
| eee 1 
> OM; 
The Beauteous Loviſa a 


. 7e. The High-mettled Racer.” 


EE the Park throng'd with beauties, the tumult' 8 
8 begun, f 
And right honor'd knaves boaſt of conqueſts they” ve... 
won; 
But view yon pale damſel, "and mark her fad air, 
*Tis the beauteous Louiſa, once virtuous as fair; 
Nor ſpurn her, ye virgins, who ſhone like a ſun, 
Ere the — Loud by man was undone. 


L _Atr 


199 
A titled deſpoiler this peerleſs maid found, 

And with ſpecious pretences her innocence drown'd ; 
But having grown weary and cloy'd of her charms, | 
The titled ſeducer expell'd her his arm: 

E'en the conqueſt hard won he inſults with his breath, EXE 
Tho” the beauteous Louiſa i is pining 1 to death. | 


Tho? numbers yet offer rich 2 of Heir love; 
The penitent victim againſt them has ſtrove ; 
Betray'd and abuſed by him the ador d, 

She now only wiſhes her honor reſtor'd ; _ 
But, alas! hapleſs fair one, thy wiſhes are vain, 
And the heart-broke Louiſa is left to * = 


But chene ws the ſpoiler ſhall hear ſhe's no more, 
The fate of Louiſa e'en he may deplore ; | 
 Thebreaſt that could ſpurn her may then heave a ſigh, 
And wiſh the fair bloſſom ſtill on it could lie; A 
But ah! then how fruitleſs his love-proffer'd terms, 
When the e Louiſa's a prey to the worms! ! 
"Pp: % 
s O N G. ee wn 
Dear Le Ver erroue 
gung by Mi ifs Pools, at Ve auxball. 


| Ogio had a lover chat 1 5 ev'ry art, „„ 
I To make me believe he was honeſt at heart; 
He call'd me his goddeſs, bis joy and his dear 
To my chamber I flew, he follow'd me there: 

In vain the purſuit, tho? he vow'd to prove true, 

My only progection was dear Le Verrou 7 5 


In folitude oft flow'd the heart-grieving tear, A 
In vain was each bgb, for I ſcorn'd to o give e ear; 


His 


"= 


; rag. 


| His ſentiments feign'd, mere deception and plot, 
He'd love me for ever - but marry me not; | 
So I bade him get hence, and no longer urſue 


The chamber-door mathe figh'd, ob, e Verrou 


— 


Thus men are all falſe, thoꝰ by beaut inf pit d; 
And virtue, true beauty, is ſeldom admir' d; 
Old, ugly, decrepid, men call us all fair, 

And will not dare wed, tho' to trifle they 251. 
- So to dear little love I now bid adieu, 
Till Hy men himſelf ſhall remove Le Verrou. 


1 eee 
8 „„ 
| Surg by Mr. Darley, in Marian. 


i OW bleſt our condition, how jocund our day! 
—_ . Ye ſwains, can our pleaſu es be told? 
To range in ſweet order the rows of new hay, 

To lead the ſtray d lamb to the fold! 


To fetch up the kine for the maiden we . | 
And guard her from noon's burning beam; 
I guide her dear ſteps, when ſhe leads thro? the 
grore | 


T he heifer which pants for the ſtream, 


To carry her pail, when with milk it o 1erflows, 

To wait while ſhe reſts on the ſtile ; 

Jo gather the king-cup, the woodbine or roſe, 
To make her a poeſy the While. | 


"Tis Fanny the lovely who cauſes my ſmart, 
Tis ſhe does all ma dens excel; 
If 1 aſk her dear name who has conquer d my heart, 
Tis F net i the F ride of the dell, 
| "Tis Fanny, ſweet Fanny, 
ON F —_ the pride of the dell. 


5 SONG. 


s o N G. 


7 he 7 riumph of Venus. 


ay by Mr. Dignum, at the New Beef-Reak Club. 


HO” Bacchus may boaſt of his care-killing bowl, 


: And folly in thought-drowning revels delight, | 
Such worſhip, pg 


alas! hath no charms for the ſoul, 


When ſofter devotion the ſenſes 1 invite, 


To the arrow of fate, or the canker of cares © / 
. His potions oblivious a balm 


But to fancy, that feeds on the — of in Gn f 


The death of reflection's the birth of all woe! % 


What ſoul that's poſſeſt of a dream fo divine, 
With riot would'bid the ſweet vifion be gone 3 
For the tear that bedews ſenſibility's ſhnrine 


Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun. ft 


The tender exceſs that enumours the heart 
To few is imparted— to millions deny d: 


11 is the brain of the victim that ee the 9 25 45 


Aud fools jeſt at that for which ſages have dy d. 


Each change ind exceſs hath thro” life been my doom, 


And well can I ſpeak of its joys and its {inte : 
| The bo:tle affords us a glimpſe thro? the gloom, 


But love's the- true ſi unſhine that Sladdens our Life. 


Come chen, roſy Venus, * ſpread: o'er; my fight” 
The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul ; ... 

: Awake | in my breaſt the ſoft dream of deligut, 

And drop from thy myttle one leat in my bowl, 


Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 


Nor e oo Jolly god! from thy banquet remove; 


But each tube of my hearr ever thirſt for the wine, 
That's mellow'd by e and ſweeten d by 


SONG, + 


love. 


* 2 
l x 1 & 
* 4 - * * 


"a 


4 | * 1 


— 


* 


— 
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3 0 er 6. 
Song by Are. {icy ; i. : 85 5 | 1 


— 


WN Entick' J green meadows, where innocence 
_ reigns, 3 
Where pleaſure and plenty for ever e = 
I romp'd with the maidens and pretty young ſwains, 
And Ralph fancy*d ſoon he ſhould call me his bride, 
When I firſt heard the drum, with the row, dow, _ 
Its. muſic was ſweeter than ſoft ſerenade, 
I ſcorn'd all the reſt for the row, dow, dow, 
And 6 gh'd for the coſas with a ian: cockade. | 


= 
— 


4 


The firſt eber I Ga: %s 8 over our green, ID 

His men all behind him, by two and by two; _ 

= Such a ſight in a village had never been ſeen, - 
The men all in ranks were drawn out to view; ©  - 

When 1 firſt heard the drum, with a row, dow, dow, 

Young Cupid awzk*d, ſuch a buſtle he made, 

| My heart beat a march with a row, dow, dow, 

* And went o'cr to the N with a ſmart a 


My face took vis FAA US 8 at my bete 7 
An bis laurels he'd lay, If I'd give him my band; 
No maid could refuſe a lover ſo ſweet, 
To the church then 1 march'd by the word of com- 
man 5 
Now 1 follow the drum with a row, Jaw. dow; 
Nor Cer have repented the vow that I made: 
No mufic's to me like the row, dow, dow, | 
No ok like the. capes with a ſmart cockade. 5 


e 


; EY 


3 5s 0 N * 


denen Pak, 10 2.4 


| Sang „ 11. tg, at 7, aucbal." | A 4 
1 ard vale, by Yarrow Wh E ö | 
W here love and youth and beauty fray, ; PE? 
Oft thro? the twilight's waving gleam - Tr i / 
Sweet Mary trac'd the dewy way. I 
She lov'd the meads, the tow'ring trees, 
The fanning of the weſtern gallen 
Yet figh'd for ſomething ſtill to pleaſe, R062} dE 
By Yarrow TE in Baan, rale. FEE 


K 


| * 
. F 4 


In Yarrow val; by Cath 1 
Sweet pleaſure reigns, ſhe penſive Cad ; : 


Here ſhades indu!ge the ſhepherd's dream, a8 5 
And zephyrs ſooth the ſlumbering maid $51 {1s 2 
While 1 in langour range each nee 7 . ke 
. Liſting the lonely woodlark's- wail, - <1; Hay 
And the maids unheeded rove, - fo 
By Yarrow ſtream, in Yarrow vale... 46418 
1 Yarrow vale, by Fase eben 7 + 17 | be e 
Nature his friend —his guardian love, ** TEES 


| Colin, beneath the moon's ſoft beam, . 
HFad follow'd Mary thro” the grove : "De 
He look*d—ſhe bluſly®; he ſpoke—ſhe asd: 2 

= No words are made to tell the tale : 

| Oh! charming meads and groves, ſhe ery d. 


4 


By Yarrow n, in | Yarrow vale. — 
f a i M 2 SONG 
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1 s 0 N G. 
f Written and Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 
ER, a ſheer hulk, lies poor Tom ne. 
Ihe darling of our crew, 
No more he'll hear the tempeſt howling, 
For death has broach'd him to. 
His form was of the manlieſt beauty, 5 4 
His heart was kind and ſoft, 1 


Faithful below he did his duty, 
| And now he's gone aloft, 


Tom never from his word departed, 
| His virtues were ſo rare, 
His friends were many, and true hearted; : 
| His Poll was kind and fair: 
And then he'd ing ſo blithe and jolly, 
Ah many's the time and oft! 
But mirth 1s turn'd to melancholy, 
For Tom is gone aloft. 


Yet ſhall poor Tom find pleaſant vhs, 
When he who all commands 
Shal! give, to call life's crew together, 
| The word to pipe all hands, 
Thus death, who kings and tars diſpatches, 
In vain Tom's life has doff'd; _. 
For, though his body's under harches, 
His l is gone Os 15 


t e b ers e 6 | 
- Written and. Sung by Mr. Wee | 


avs, d'ye ſee, a waterman, 
As tight and ſpruce as any, 
Twizt Richmond town 
And Horſley down = 
I earn'd an honeſt penny: 3 


[ 245 ] 

None could of fortune's favours ME. 
More than could lucky I, 
My cot was ſnug, well = eng. al 

My grunter in the ſty : 

With wherry tight 

And boſom light 
I cheerfully did row, 

And, to complete this cal life. 


"Bank never man had friend and nate = 


Like m Poll and my partner aan; 


I roll'd in joys like theſe 1 7 
| Folks far and near careſs d nfs 
Till, woe is me, 

So lubber ly 
The preſs-2ang came and _— me: : 


How could I all theſe beg Toure e. | 


How with my wherry part? 
I never ſo took on to grieve, ' 
It wrung my very heart. 
But when on board 
Ihey gave the word, 
yo n y 
I ru'd the moment I was "2514 
That ever I ſhould thus be torn 
From my Poll, 24 my 2 Joe. | 


* 


£ 


I did my duty me „ 
_ While on the billows mln"? 
And, vight or days | 
Could find my way. 
Blindfold to the main · top bouting : 


Thus all the dangers of the main, 
Quick ſands aud gates of wind, 
I brav'd, in hopes to taſte again 
I The joys 1 left behind: 5 
In climes afar, 
The hoteſt "_ 


* 


. 


1 
- 


L 2% 1 


Ten breadbdcs on the foe, ' 1 
In hopes theſe perils to relate, 
As by my fide attentive ſate, 

My Foll and my partner 1. 


At lat it pleas'd his majeſty 
Io give peace to the nation, 
„eee, 
From foreign parts, . 
Came home ſor conſolation: | 


Like lightning—for I felt new life, 
Now ſafe from all al:zrms— 5 
I ruſh'd, and found my friend and wiſe 
Lock'd i in each others arms! I 
Vet fancy not 
I bore my lot 


Tame like a lubber z=No; 5 


For ſeeing 1 was fine! y. trick d, 
Plump to the devil I fairly kick'd 


My Poll and my PRE Joe. 8 


* 


HIKE: SEIFSITTIEC IHC IKKCAIEE 
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s O N G. 


222 and Sung b Mr. b.. 


Am the world's epitome, 
Look round it, and then fay, 
Nature and man may fit to me, 
Tt cir likeneſs to pourtray : ; 


As nature, in her motley round, 
Oft ſhifts from day to night, 
So fickle man is varying found, 
Still changing wrong and . 8 


Ihe application's prompt and tipe, 


— 


| I of all_nature am the pe. 3&4 25d 31 


i. 


— 


7 


ix: * þ - 


So turn me round, - 645784406; 

I ſhall be found. 1 2:98 EOS 4 
From right to left, and len to oright, E 1104 SHS 

: Look how you will, FFF 
Te vary ſtill. 1 n 
> From white to black, gd black to white. . — 


Do tie that learned * "2k | 
Who proves that wrong 16 right. * 
And preſently augment his fee, - ee 
Fis argument takes fligt : * 


And now unſwearing Whar he ſwore, | 

The burden of. his ſong - DE 7 
Reverſes what he ſaid before, VNV 
And proves that right is Wrong. £ r 


The application's prompt ani pe: 54 
|] of that lawyer am/the type: | 
Fe or turn me e on Fs 


* 9 


Bebeld yon Jordly gatefnan frown, 
At mention of a bribe, © Rs De 
As if diſgrace it had brought down 3 „„ 
On him and all his tribe : e | | 


But left. behind he'll inſtant dae lade: , 
Upon the well. fill djfacky! - 7 

Nor could the ſtrength of - Hoe hey „ 

| Have power to get it bac. AY 


The application's prompt and „ HE 1 . 
I of th-t ſtateſman am the type: : TY 
For turn me $ rounG, Kc. „„ 


- 


W. en baking in 1 | 83 
Each friend to ſerve you burn N. 
And boaſting bis ſincerity, 2 
The ſmiling 1 white: fide turns: ca 


[ 248 1 
But let uncertain fortune frown, — 
And take her ble ſſings back, 


| Inftantly the friendly white is flown, 
And every man looks black, 


The application's prompt and ripe, 
I cf all nature am the type: f 
* turn me round, &C, 


eee eee 


et o N 0. Hf 
7 Written 412 Sung by Mr. Dibdin, _ 


GEE: is the dew-drop on the thorn, 
Thar, like a priſm, c reflects the morn W 
Sweet is the cheering ſolar ray, 

That compaſſes the ample . 


Sweet is the balmy evening's cloſe, 

That ſhuts/the foi age of the roſe: 

Theſe to creation joys impart 

Like thoſe which warm the grateful hearts 


"The little ſong ſter on the ſ pray 
"Spontaneous chant their grateful BZ : 
Gr, to the pebbly rivulet driven, 

They ſip, and lift their heads: to heaven 1 


Or, for the worm or inſect fly, 
Jo feed their craving progeny : 
Feelings a leſſon that impart 
To ſtimulate the grateful heart, 


Mark vegetation, wond'rous as fight! | 

See bow the germe breaks into light! 

The fruitful ſhower the ttee receives, 
And frether green adorns its leaves: 


Man cultivates the grateful ſoil, 


And flowers and fruit reward his toll ; 5 
| Plants, 


TT © 
Plante, birds, a'l nature thus impat 
Joys ſuch as warm the gratetet heart. 1 e 324 THIS 
eee PIPE e 
e "> hap 1 
Written amd Sung by Mr. Diba. EE 


R jolly Dick the lamplighter, 
They ſays the ſun's my dad, 
And truly I believe it, £ fi, 
For I'm a pretty la 


Father and I the world delight, 7, eee 
And make it look fo gay. . 
The difference is I lights by night, „ 
And father lights by . e ee 
But father's not the likes of 1 . 1½ Goth 1 
For knewing life and un n 252d 24 181 
For J queer tricks and fancies * t ee 
Folks never ſhew the Gan. ono 4,45 
2 Rogues, owls, and bats can't bear the leb. the 
I've heard your wiſe ones ſay, 1s 6 4196) 
And ſo dye mind I ſees at night 
Things never ſeen by day. | 
E IE 26 1 
At night men lay afide all art, roo; + tare] 
As quite a uſeleſs taſk, e 04 08 


And many a face, and many « bean TROL ©: 
Will then pull off the maſk : 9% 
Each formal prude and holy wight ne var 1: 4753201 
Will hop diſguiſe away, itt tf 150) 25 22447 
And fin it openly alt night: 2G ò e 
Who ſainted it all day. „ „„ ; 
His darling hoard the miſer views, .. e, % H 
Miſſes from friends decamp, +: A 
And many a ſtateſman miſchief breus en 
Te his country o er his lamp: is 2607 29463 Hala 


ws E 1 80 


--.-. aw 1 33 
Sb becher and I, d'ye take we right, 6 7 1 PI. 
| Are juſt on the fame lay, VSP 

a 1 bare. fac'd finners light by night, 
And he falſe ſaints by day. 


eee 
54 The 23 all Weathers. 75 * : | 
77 ritten and Sung by Mr. Diba. 198 8 ap 


$ail'd from the Downs in the Nancy, Ty 

My jib how ſhe ſmack'd chrough the breeze, f 

She's a Veſſel as tight to my fancy, TELE 
As ever fail'd on the ſalt ſeas. - 


So adieu to the white cliffs of Britain, 

5 Our girls, and our dear native ſnorec, 
Poor it ſome hard rock we ſhould ſplit 01 05801 

WMe ſhall never fee them any more. 


But failors were born for all Weathers 
Great guns let it blow high, blow low, l 

Our duty keeps us to our tether es. 
And where the gale drives we . 80. IN 


LE When we -d the gut of Gibratar, . Z 
1 verily thought ſhe'd have ſunk, wr deter 44 
For the wind ſo began for to alter... 
She yaw'd juſt as thof ſhe was drunk. 6 


The ſquall tore the mainfail to ſhivers, 5 
klelm a weather the hoarſe boat{wain cries, © 
Brace the forcſail athwart,, fee ſhe « Ivers, | 3 
As before the rough tempeſt! the ies, 


But ſailors, & c. 


The lam came on thicker and kater, Fo 


As black juſt as pitch was ey, + Ut 20015 bl 
When truly a doleful diſaſter 
Befel eee 06 ene 3461 


Cw 


8 TL 


Ben 83 300 Shroud, and Dick Handfil, 7 


By ablaſt that came furious and hard, 
W.- while we were furling the mainſail,  - 
Were every ſoul ſwept from the yard. 


But 288 ker. | 


Poor Ben, Sam, and Dick EP peccavi, 
As for I, at the riſk of my neck, 


While they ſunk down in peace to old Davy, $5 | 


Caught a rope, and ſo landed on deck. 


Well, what would you have, we were bade 3 


| And out of a fine jolly crew 
of three hundred that {ailed, never n 
But I, and I think twenty-two. 


But ſailors, Log 44; 


After thus we at ſea had trait; 

Another gueſs way fat the wind, 

F or to England I came and got married, 
To a laſs that was comely and kind ; 7 

But whether for joy or vex ation 

We know not for what we are born, 

Perhaps I may find a kind ſtation 

| des I may touch at Cape Horn. 

But failors, &. 4 e oy 


"IS 


| +0 N G. 15 
vues axd Sug by Mr. bun. 


ROWN me Bacchue, * god, 
The victory is thine, 


bebe re * 


Cupid's bow yields to thy rod, | 4 | 


And love ſubmits to wine : 
| M-6 


. ; 
Z — * * 3 0 Gt 


1 1 

Love, the dream of idle boys, 
That makes the ſage an aſs,, 

Love cannot vie with thoſe ſweet joys 
That crown the ſparkling glaſs. 
To plunge in care let lovers whine, 
Such fools who will be may, 
Good fellows glaſs in hand combine 
Io drive pale care away: _ 

With grief of heart, how many a boy 
Boes mad to pleaſe ſome laſs! : 


Fir'd by the ſparkling glats, 
How many dangle on a tree 3 
Wbo buckle to love'stether, 
True to our honeſt purpoſe we 

Hang too, but ”tis together: 


The lover numbers, by his fighs, 
The moments as they paſs, 
Me count them in a way more wiſe, 
By putting round the glaſs. 


See in his cage the lover fing, 
Wife, children, ſquall ſonorous, 


We make the air and arg ring, 
While finging freedom's chorus: 


No never ſhall pre ſumptuous love 


The joys of wine ſurpaſs, 
Worn out by biekerings, even Jove, 
Sccks Bacchus and his glaſs, 


WA 


so. 
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Written and Soug 54 Mr Dae. wok © 

ESPLENDENT gleamw'd the. n 

Reflected on the glitt' nag lees:” 

The bell proclaim'd night's 010 R 
And ſcarce a ripple ſhook the fea, Fro 260 1 
When thus, for Allo, nature” s care, een, 

What education has denied, n 5 0 - i: v4 0 
Are of ſtrong ſenſe, a bounteous ſhare, e 
By obſervation well ſupplied. ' 3D. TITS, 


While thus in bold and honeſt guiſe, W 
For wiſdom mov*d his tongue, 8 
Drawing from wiſdom comfort's drop, 
In truth and fair reflection wiſe, 
KRight cheerfully ſung 
Little Ben that BYE his watch ** the n main top. 


Why ſhould the Yanks: tar motels } ? 
"Tis certain true he weathers more 
From dangers on the roaring main wil gr f 
Than lazy lubbers do aſhore, ' | © 
Ne'er let the noble mind — ee tHe 
Though roaring ſeaſons run mountains 6 high, . 
All things are built with equal care, 
Firſt rate or wherry, man or fly: 


If there's a er that never errs, , 
And certainly tis ſo, ; | 
For honeſt hearts what. comfort's . 1 
As well as kings and emperors, 
Why not take in tow 
Lirtle Ben, that keeps his watch A main 1 


What 


— 


* 
U 254 : 
What though to diſtant climes I roam, 
Far from my darling Nancy's charms, 


Tat ſweeter is my welcome home, - 
To bliſsful moorings in her arms. 


Perhaps ſhe on that ſober moon 


A lover's obſervation takes, 
Sag longs that little Ben ma . 5 
Relieve that heart which ſo orely achs. | 


 Ne'er fear, that power that never errs, 
That guards all things below, 
For honeſt hearts what comfort's drop, 
As well as kings and emperors,  _. 
Will ſurely take in tow- 


* % . . 


| Little e tkat __ his watchin z the main top. 


f : < 
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 Tafh and G, > 
Writtes and Sung by Mr. Dibdin. 


BERGAVNE V is fine, Aberiſtwith alſo, 
And the laſſes are as ſine when to market they go; 


The birds and the pretty finches ſing fine in the grove, 
But the fineſt bird of all i is that little rogue lufl. 


Luff me I pray you now, luff me as your life, 
And Taffy and A ſhall ſoon be man and wife. 


The mountains are high, and the fallies are low, 
And from Radnor to Glamorgan's a long fay to co; 5 


But I'd co, and I'd run, and I'd fly, and I'd rove, 


* when I came there I ſhould meet wich * lol. £ 
* me, Ke. 


Toil | 


4 255 1 


Toil Re Miene is harp, and the time”, 6 eery longs * 
From the lark's pretty chant to the JT eue 8 ſong, 
But I'd toil and I'd labour throughout the whole year, 

And think it a day were I bleſt with my dear. Fr nt 


Fore _ Sep 


» 
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85 0 N. . 
BS Ben Backfay. 47. r 
Written 2nd gung by Mr. Dai. : 5 , af 2 


Bx Backſtay lov'd the ett Auna. 1 
Conſtant as purity was ſn en, 
Her honey words, like ſuce' ring mann, ; 
Cheer'd him each voyage he made to fea. | 


One fatal morning ſaw them parting, 
While each the others ſorrow dried, 

They, by the tear that then was ſtarting, £1 2: Toa 
Vow? Fl to be conſtant till r d 27 ve 


1 0 14 
” 
* * : _ we 


At Gand from Bie 1 8 N 2 bi "Oy 
While howling winds the ky deforſmm 
Ben ſighs, and well performs his du, 

Aud braves for love the frichtful rm S A. 


A in vain the veſſel batter'd, LE 
On a rock ſplitting, open'd wide, b 9 NG 
| While lacerated, torn, and ſhatter d, 1 
Ben thought of Anna, figh'd, ang died. 4 75 


The ſemblance 4 2 charming fare, 1 10 

That Ben had worn around his neck, 

Where art ſtood ſubſtitute for nature, 1 
A exe. his . ſav'd * the wreck. . 3310-54 


5 „„ 
In fervent hope, while Anna burning, 
Bluſh'd as ſhe wiſh'd to be a bride, 


The portrait came, joy turn'd to mourning, | 
She ſaw, grew pale, ſank "_ and di died! 


eee eee 


5 * 0 N . 
Written and Sap by Mr. Dibdin. 


HE wind was huſh'd, the fleecy wave 
Scarcely the veſſel's fides could lave. 

Wben in the mizen top his ſtand 

Tom Clueline taking, ſpied the land. 


Oh what reward for all his toil ! | 
Once more he views his native foil, 

Once more he thanks indulgent fate, | 
That . him to his bonny binn. | 


Soft as the fighs of Zephyr A 
Tender and plaintive as her woe, | 
- Serene was the attentive eve, | 
That heard Tom's bonny Kitty grie ve. | 
Oh what avails,? cried ſhe, * my pain? 
< He's ſwallow'd in the greedy mains 
© Ah never ſhall I welcome home, 
s With tender joy my honeſt Tom.“ 


Now high upon the faithful ſhroud, 
The land awhile that ſeem'd a cloud, 
While objects from the miſt ariſ c, 
A feaſt preſents Tom's longing eyes. % 36 1 
A riband near his heart which lay. 
Now ſee him on his hat diſplay, Fl 
The given fign to ſhew that fate 716 
c Had e him fafe acoder nan „„ 
2 | 55 


Cw 1- 
Near to a cliff whoſe heiplics command 5 
A proſpect o'er the ſhelly fra: fo het pr 
While Kitty fate and 8 Bamed. a7 
Sudden, with rapture, ſhe exclaim d. 
© But ſee, oh heaven! a ſhip in view, 3 
My Tom appears among the crew, 


- 


The pledge he ſwore to bring ſafe home, 1 
M Seu on n tis ann e, 755 4 2284 


What now remains eee 1058, % ede a 
Jom comes, his pockets ned with gold, 203 big 
Now rich enough no more to roam 
To ſerve his king, he ſtays at home 
Recounts each toil, and ſhews each 7 EE? 
While Kitty and her conſtant tar 
With rev'rence teach to bleſs their fates 
| Young honeſt Tous and R Kates. FEDDPAEDES 


DD. 24 
eee eee KOH 0e 
, | Mia e 
; Written and. Sung * Wh. vu. 5 
N LAS ere mall f evchſcer fd U. | ob 2 1 | 
My peace is gone, eee r minds | 
My heart beate hight”: 2550175 230 Bo 
I know not why, - 4 45 raft 


Poor heart! ah me, ah mei! - 
So tender, artleſs, and. ſa young, by „„ 
I liſten'd to his flatt'ring tongue, r 

Nor did I er. © 


Suſpect a ſnare = V 
From one who went to fea. ” 17 19-21% e ma 


For filed Und aol pres are, by 


They injured virtue make their care, 5 
. 25 5 : n | One, | 
* 
> ! 


EY [ 258 ] 


Doh, only one, did eber de 
From that pror d rule, and be, Des! 
Ah me! 8. : 
Was born to — fwple ben. b 


When abſent S my longing arms, | 
Each hour was fraught with new alarms, 
Each rifing morn. beheld my tears, 
The ſofteſt breeze in my fond fears 

Did the horizon ſtraight deform, 

And Zephyr grew into a ſtorm; 

Yet to be cheated of my bliſs, 

And was I then ſo kind for this? 


588 Fee 4 


7 
& 4 
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wi " Written and Sung 5 1. Dibdin. ; 
Tu marriage and muſic can ought be more 


Both are ite 2 cemented by ſtrong chords ; 
3 Hymen' 8 Oman tho? they call, 8 N | 


- 3 . 


Exactly like diſcords and coticords : 246.44 a it 
Like hooting of owls, and bats'on the ing 
Strife all wedding happineſs garbles, 


But when hearts born for pleaſure in uniſon ſing, 
'Tis the mellow-ton'd hr warbles. 


When the its or the huſband A note ſounds to 0 ſharp, | 
In alt both immediately ſoar ; | 

On family diſcords they mutually harp, : 
Nor will either come down a note lower. 
„ ey like, Ke. 
N | All n 


11905 7 1 "OM 
All * s powers in wedlock we trace, | 
Dutch harmony, not Italiano; 
She thunders the counter, he grumbies the ban, 
And the children ene out the 2 if Ae 


| They like, &Ce | | 
F 3 6 0 
5 0 Ng." 11295 Mp 


fies and Sang by. My. Dibdin. 7 BF VL 


WAS Saturday night, the ewinkling & a 
Shone on the rippling ſ ea, 


yr 


No duty call'd the jovial tars 111 N 
The helm was laſh'd a- lee e ee, 
The ample can adorn'd the board, 7 Ft 108 
Prepar'd to ſee it out, RT's din lid 


Each gave the laſs that he 44 6. "a, | 
Each gay puſn'd the grog about. C NK 


Cried honeſt Tom, my Peg In toaſt, 
A frigate neat and trim, : 
All jolly Portſmouth's farourite boaſt: : 


10 venture life and limb, A 
Sail ſeven long years, and ne'er 1 tad, 


With dauntleſs heart and ſtout, A 3 2 
80 tight a veſſel to command. 
| Then puſh the grog about. „ 
n give, cried little ack, 1 my Poll, / 
Sailing 1 in comely 5 3 
Top gan'tſails ſet, the is ſo tal. 


She looks like a firſt rate: 


Ah! would ſhe take her Jack in tow, | 

A voyage for life throughout, | 
No better birth I'd with to know, 
Then puſh the grog about. 


— * 
* We 1 11 
- 
: . Bs 
* 
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1 PI give, eried I, my charming Nan, 


Trim, handfome; neat, and 5 206M 
What joy ſo fine ras ray 
She is my heart's delight! 


So well ſhe bears the ſtorms of 5 f 8 
I'd ſail the world throughout, | 
Brave every toil for ſuch a wife, 

Then puſh the grog about. 


| Thus to deſcribe Poll, Peg, or Nan, 5 
Each his beſt manner tried; "5 # 
Till, ſummon'd by the empty can, © 

They to their hammocks hied: 


Yet ſtill did they their vigils keep, 
Though the huge can was out, 

For, in ſoft viſions, gentle ſleep 

Still ous the grop nen 


"8 % , GG.. 
; Peggy Perkins, 4 | ; 
Writes and Sung by Ar. Dude. | ; 5 
E T bards elate Bet 15 
Of Sue and Kate 
And Moggy take their fill o, 
And pleas'd rehearſe 


In agu e 
The laſs of ichmond hill o: 


A laſs more bright, 
My am'rous flight, | 
Im Ad by love's fond workings, „ 
Shall loudly fing, - 5 


Like any thing, 8 
*Tis charming Peggy Parkids! 


Some 


Some men compare 
The favourite fair 


"Tama thing 1 —_— | - | 


HFler eyes divine 
Are 7 that — 


And ſo on with each baus. 
Leave, leave, ye fools, 
Theſe haha rules, 


be And all ſuch ſubtile = Rs 


Sun, moon, and ſtars  ' | 
Are all a farce, 


7 Compared to Peggy Perkins. 


Each twanging dart oF 4+ ve. © 50 


That through 1 my heart 


From Cupid's bow has morric d, 


Were it a tree, 


Why I ſhould be | 
From all the world a foreſt; 


lve hundred foi ops, 5 
With ſhrugs and hops, 


| And leers, Wa nies. Fa muse 


Moſt willing ſhe 
Would leave for . 
Oh whet a Peggy Perkins, 


__, 444 — 


8 O NG. 


B achelor*s Hall. 


- Written (pul Sung. by Mr. Dibdin. 


O Bachelor's Hall we good fellows ! me, 
To partake of the chaſe that makes up our : 


delight ; "5 


We have ſpirits like fire, and of health ſack a lock 


That our pulſe E the ſeconds as trpe ge clock, 


„ 


"Did 


Did you ſee us, ou'd s as we mount with a grace, 
That Diana had dubb'd ſome new gods of the chaſe. 
Hark away, hark away, all nature looks gay, 

And Aurora with ſmiles uſhers 3 in vole brighe * 


Dick Thickſet came mounted auen a a fine black, 

A better fleet gelding ne er hunter did back; 

Tom Trig rode a bay, full of mettle and done, 

And gaily Bob Buxom rode proud on a roan; 

But the horſe of all horſes that rivall'd the day 
Was the ſquire's N eck-or-N e 925 that was 2 


grey. | n * 
Hark away, &c. 


=p Then for hounds, there x was „Wiebe, ſo well that 
climbs rocks, 


And Cocknoſe, a good one at Trace a "eas - 
Little Plunge, like a mole who will ferret and ſearch, 


And beetle-brow'd Hawk's- eye, ſo dead at a lurch. 
Young Sly-looks, who ſcents the ſtrong breeze from 


e 5 
And mufical Wedel, with his deep mouth.” 
Hark I EPL 


Our VE thus all of the very beſt blood, : 
*Tis not likely you'll cafily find ſuch a ſtud ; 98 5p ad 


+" And for hounds, our opinions with thouſand's we'd 


4 back, 
That all England chroughout 2 produce 155 a 


pack. 


Thus, having deſcribed you dogs, horſes, and crew, | 


| _ we ſet off, for the fox is 1n view, +; 
Fark away, &c. FE | | 


„ 
— 


| Fe en now you 're all welcome t to Bachelor's s Hall, 


85 gere s brought home, while the 585 found 2 


K 1 


| The fav" ry Goloha; grateful ſmoaks on the 
And Bacchus pours wine from his favourite hoard. 


Come on then, do honour to this; jovial place, 


And enjoy the . rn = ſprings from the "i 


chaſe; i.” - <1 
Hark away, hark away, all nature looks gay, 
Loet us drink to the j Joys of the r een day. | 


F 


5 * 
ef 88 „ 
„„ 
4 = | 2 3 


The Fra — - 50 22 = : 
Writes and Sung 35 Mr Diddin. 1 


| Saile 3 life? $A life of woe, | 
| A He works now late now 3 7 
Now up and down, now to and fro, 
What then he takes it cheerly; _ 
Bleſt with a 1 * can of gros, 
If duty call, ee e 
Stand, riſe, or fall, 25 40 1 7 
To fate laſt verge he'll; 308 8 


The cadge to weigh, £ £61 
The ſheets bela, 
: He does it with a with ; | 
To heave the lead, 
: Or to cat-head Ze Fre 
The pond”rous anchor fiſh : (7h 
For 1 grog goes round, | 


All ſenſe of danger drown'd, _ 755 


We deſpiſe it to a mann 


| We fing-a little, -and laugh a little, 
And work a little, and ſwear a Hare, 
Hob fiddle a little, and foot it a little, 
"ig ſwis the Jones: can. 1 


r 
6 17500 


EL N 
Ff howling winds and roaring ſeas _ 
Sire proof of coming danger 
We view the ſtorm, our hearts at caſe, 
For Jack's to fear aſtranger, _ 
Bleſt with the eu grog, we A | 
Where now belovw: . „ ir! u 
We headlong go, 1 61 25 


ow riſe on mountains = FOE 
5 -  Spight of the gale, - fo tb We ie © 
Me hand the ſail, | 
Or take the neadfulrecss 
Or man the deck 
| To clear ſome wreck,” 
To give the ſhip relief: 
Though perils threat around, 
: All ſenſe of danger drown'd, 
Me deſpiſe ĩt to a man. 


we ling a little, dc. eels 35 55 5 


But yet think not our Fine fs hard, ; 
Though ſtorms at ſea thus treat , 1 
For coming home, a ſweet reward, 
* With ſmiles our fweethearts greet us! ! 
Now too the friend! 9.5 gros v we er 


Our am'rous toa 


Her we love moſt;. . N 


C And gaily fifig and laugh : 


The fails we furl, ee ee 

. Then for each girl e ket 1 EE 
The petticoat diſplay , * e 52 1 
„ Es HEHE 3 

Then three- times cheer, 4 


As we their charms farvey ;- ; 
And then the grog goes round, t 27 
All ſenſe of danger drown'd, 1A 
We deſpiſe it to m: Habs fn” > 


33 Ws fing a Urtle, LY VVV 


= 265 1 : 25 5 


1 


FF * 


f 


De 5 ra, 


* £- ON * F 1 


Writton and Sung 's Me. 2 ; 


WAS in' che good ſhip Rover 
1 fail'd the — around, * 
And for three years and over | 
1 neꝰer couch'd Britiſh ground; 


At length i in England landed, 
Teo left the roaring main, 
Found all relations ſtrandec 
And went to ſea again. 0 


: - 


That time boand ſtraight to \ Portugal,” 

_ * Right fore and aft we bore; 

| But when we made Cape Ortugal, 
A gale blew off the ſhore : a? 8 

She lay, 115 did it . 
A log upon the main, 

Till, 170 from Davy's locker, 
eee, £51 1:3 © abba 


22 in a cg failing, 5 * 
FEA ually night, 
$ rh Thunder he. lightening hailing 
The horrors, of the fight, 


My precious limb was lopp'd. off, 
I, when they eas'd my pain, 

Thank d God I was not Peppe 'd off, 

| And went to ſea ain. Pt foro, 


"* 244, mal ſtill am I enabled 1 2 
To bring up in life's rear, A An ha 
And fe I'm quite diſabled, . 
And lic in Greenwich tier; ; 


— 


* 
3 
- 


hu . 


The king, God bleſs his royalty, 
Who {av'd': me from the main, 
11 57 praiſe with love and loyalty, 
- But ne 'er to ſea” again. | 


FEES SEAETEELESSEFESSATEESS 


8. 0 N 355 ＋ : 
| Written and Sang by Mr. Dibdin. | 


HAT girl who fain would chuſe a mate, © 
85 DP Should ne'er in fondneſs fail her, : 
| May thank her lucky ftars if fate : 5 
Should ſplice her to a ſailor. 1 


He braves the ſtorm, the battle's heat, 
The yellow boys to nail her; 8 
Diamonds, if diamonds ſhe could eat, 
Would ſeek ber honeſt ſailor. | 


-_ It ſhe'd be 8 ſtill his heart 

She's ſure will never fail her; 3 

For, though a thouſand leagues apart, 
Still faithful is her ſailor, - 


If ſhe be falſe, ſtill he is kind, 
And abſent does bewail hers:: OL 

Her truſting as he truſts the wind, 
Still faithleſs to the ſailor. 


* A butcher can procure her prog, 
| N burcher can pr to'drink a pap | 

* What's that to buiſcuit and to grog, = err 
- *Procur'd her by her ſailor. ö N 


She ho would ſuch a mate refuſe, ; 
The devil fure muſt ail her ; 

Search round, and if your wiſe, you'll chuſe 
To wed a an honeſt _ | 


+ * 4 ff ** 
: 4 * # * 1 . 4 . 
«. : - - 5 - * 58 # SONG 
E 3 


8 0 N 8 
Written and 155 » Mr. bia. 


1 am a jolly fiſnerman, 119 e and 
I catch wie, 1 Can 1140 Jt: bot E 2 1 
Still going on my betters plan, 


All's fiſh that comes to net; 


Fiſh, juſt like men, I've often caught, : 
| Crabs, gudgeons, poor John, codath, - ö 1 
5 And many a time to market 3 2248 81 7 
A dev'liſn fight of odd ſiſn. 3 


T hus all are fiſhermen through life, © © 
With wary pains and labour, - 
This baits with gold, and that a wife, rn 
And all to catch his neighbour 


Then praiſe the jolly fiſnerman, 
Who takes what he can get, & ae fp ON 
Still going on hit begters; plan, . * © © ©: on 


_ All's fiſh that comes to net. VVV 
Extends his e jaw, ff 
Por all the world, as you and I, ide ei A x 
' Have ſeen your man of : „ ns 
He Who to lazineſs devotes N i hi 


His time, is ſure. a numb fiſh,” \ cog; Beck 
And members who give ſilent votes „ 
- May fairly be call'd dumb fiſh: | 
Falſe friends to eels we may compare; : 1.2. A485 1; 4 
The roach reſembles true ones 
Like gold-fiſh we find old friends rare, 1 
Plenty as herrings 1 new. ones. i 


3 e xc. 363. ie 58 
gen; : 2 Like 


\% 


. 2b8 J 
Like fich then mortals . PO 
And trapp'd, and ſold, and bou ght; 


The old wife and the tender maid - | 
Are both with. tickling caught 8 : 5 


Indeed the fair are caught 'tis ſaid, 5 
If you but throw the line inn 
With maggots, flies, or ſocherhing red; 
Or any thing that's ſhining: PHE + 


With ſmall fiſh you muſt lie in wait OO 
For thoſe of high condition,, 


But tis alone a golden bait 1 955 


5 


Can catch a learn'd- phyſician. 
| Then praiſe, ce. 


& e | 
Poor Jackd 
Written and Seng by Me. Dun. 


_ 


(53 patter to lubters and ſwabs d'ye os 


Bout danger, and fear, and the like, 
A tight water boat and good-ſea-room give me, 
And t*ent to a little Pit ſtrike; 


Though the tempeſt top gallant maſts ſmack ſmooth. 


___ ſhould ſmite, 
And ſhiver each ſ linter of wood, OR; 
Clear the wreck, ſtow the yards, and bouze every | 
thing tight, 2 g 
And under reef d foreſail we'll finds 


Avaſt, nor don't think me a milk- ſop ſo ſoft 
To be taken for trifles aback, g 

For they ſay there's a providence fits up aloft,” 
To keep watch for the life of ö - 


"wh 


1 


Why I heard the HH palarer one day 
About-ſouls, heaven, mercy, and ſuch, 5 
And, my timbers, what iingo he'd coiland dean, 1 

Why * twas juſt all. as one as high Dutch: 


B ut he ſaid how a ſparrow can't founder, d' ye 8 
Without orders that come don below, 4 

And many fine things that prov'd clearly to me 

1 Providence takes us m'tow; © 


For ſays he, do you mind me, let florms: eber ſo ok 
Take the top- ſails of ſailors aback, - rx = 
There's a ſweet little cherub that fits up aloft, 
To keep watch for ide of poor Hen _— 


& =" 


I faidto our Poll, for you ſee ſhe 1 ery, | 
When laſt we weighed anchor for ſea, 8 0 
What argufies Aan K and piping Four JE: * Th 
Why what a damn'd fool you muſt be pa 


Can't you ſee the world's wide, and there” 8 room a for 
us all, 3 RC 
Both for Gomes nad. labbers aſhore. 13 


And if to old Davy 1 ſhould go friend Poll, .. 
Why you _ will hear — me more: 


What then, all's a hazard, come don't de ſo fofe, 
Perhaps I may laughing come back, 
For " e | foe there's a-cherub fits- Ainiliris wlefr;/ 
wy. 55 watch for the life of poor J ack | 


— 


D' ye mind me a ſailor mould be every inch 
All as one as a piece of the ſhip, | 

And with her brave the world without offering toflinch 

F rom the moment the anchor's a trip: - | 


"As for me, in all weathers, all times, fides, and ends, 
Nought's a trouble from dut 55 that ſprings, | 

For my  beart i is my Poll's, an my rhino "y friend's, : 
And as for wy lite 'tis the kings; 


77 a 


Lei 4. 
Even when 1 my time comes ne'erbelieve me ſo e 
As with grief to be taken aback, 40 


ke. 


That fame Pale cherub that fits up det 
* look ont a 88 ay urn Jack 1 


15 \ Written and Sung by Mr. Dibdiunn. 

Ty {pang] led green confeſs'd the morn, FE 

1 Tue rofs bud r 

And liquid priſms bedecl d — 77 122 
-When Sandy ſought — 


Sure never loon was eꝰer ſo croſs'd— „„ 
Ye ſhepherds ſwains impart, Mo ta Its 


* 


Where did the gang? ah me! Pye 1 — 
The _ of sf mac bets h EY 
19: geo fond bo vo 7 120% 1 2 5 rot Fas) 
"Her chars are felt as ert as kenn'd, 48 257 
Ene bright as brilliant gem, en ee 
But of her beauties there v end, 0 0% Enke 
— Why need I talk of them? Fc 1 n 
8 4 18 


Each ſhepherd ſwain finds to his coll, F 
What power they can impart, En Sh 484772 
But moſt poo, Sandy, who has loſt.” 12 95} 27% 197 

The la of bis hearts 1: acl 10! 153 f 2 22 9 8 


0 But n mine's the tals as mine ee grief LE ant 

How could I raſhly dare; 3 r _ 

Oh I þave finn'd beyond relief, n 
Anſt all that 1 and rare: 10965 m_ wr er t-. 


| But / th ſhe comes! ceaſe heart to re, TE > 
© Some comfort ah impart ; 12 EY 5 
She ſmiles! ah ſnhepherds I have found | 5 
The * of * heart! 15 „ 
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- Written and 8 Mr. Dibdia. 8 5 


| Pag. prudence let my Joys take birth, 

- Let me not be paſſion's flave, 

| ho by reaſon, ſweet's the mirth, 
ice of pleaſure is the grave. | 


Then ſtill to reaſon? s dictates true, C 12 


Select the ſweets of life like bees; 

| Thus your enjoyments will be fer 

But ſuch as on reflection 29 177 

Wine exhilarates the [<< hy _ 
Inſpires the mirth of every feaſt, 

But gluttons ſo many drain the bowl, 

Till man degenerates to beaſt; 


Then mirth and wiſdom keep in view, 
And freely on the bottle ſeize; 


| What though your pleaſures are but few, . 


They're 122275 as on reflection 1 proc 


Love the uns of human j Joys, 

The mind with bliſs that Nea, a, 
i Too often its own end deſtroys; 
And proves the ſource of human ils, 2 


Here reaſon's dictates keep in view, 
Or, farewel freedom, fa rewel. 9 
The real joys of life are fer 
But ſuch wo \ reflecngn: pleaſe. red 
7 22 M5 
Then white we meet, let's only own. 
oys that do honour to the heart, 


And ceafing to prize theſe alone, e 


. our tr allty, figh, and part: 
1 . 


„ 7 
13 « 
"14 ; 
* 
- = 
” * 4 


4 a3; 3 
Meanwhile to benden 8 dictates e, 
Select the ſweets of life like bees, 


Thus your enjoy ments will be few 
But ſuch as on reflection pleaſe, 


; ccf t. © 


if: So 
Written by Mr. Dibdin. | 


4 - 


None like him could hand, reef, and ſteer, 
No dangerous toil but he'd encounter, 
With ſkill, and in contempt of fear: 


In fight a lion, the battle ended, 
Meek as the bleating lamb he'd prove. 
Thus Jack bad manners, courage, merit 
Yet did he figh, and all for love. 


The ſong, the jeſt, the hows li; uor, EE 
For none of theſe had Jack regard; 
He, while his meſſmates were carouſing, 


High fitting on the pendant yard, ; 
Would think upon his fair- one's Ws © 


Swear never from ſuch charms to rove, 
| That truly he'd adore them living, 
| And, dying, 1 end his love. 


The ſame expreſs the erew commanded 
Once more to view their native land, 
Among the reſt, brought Jack ſome ridings, 
Would'it had been Fes love's fair band 


Oh fate her death defac'd the letter, 1 0 

Inſtant bis pulſe forgot to move, 5 
With quiv' ring lips, and eyes uplifted, 

He heav'd a rh ae os for love, * 


SONG. 


0 N 6. . 
Written by Mr. Bil. | 


THEN faintly: gleams the doubtful day, 
Ere yet the dew-drops on the thorn. —_— 
Borrow | A luſite from the ray „„ 


That tips with gold the, dancing corn, „ xr 
Health bids; awake, and homage pay | : 


To him who gave. another morn. . 


And, well with ſtrength his nerves to brace, 
Urges the ſportſman. to the chaſe, 


Do we purſue the timid bare, / >>, 
As trembling o'er the lawn fie bounds 2 L 
Still of her ſafety have we care; / 3; 


While ſeeming death her — . * 1 


We the defencleſs creature ſpare, 
And inſtant ſtop the — hounds. | 


For cruelty ſhould'ne'er diſg RW Hm 
T he well-carn'd' pleaſure. of che chaſe. | - 


Do we purſue. the ſubtle fink. „„ ts ed} 


Still let him breaks and rivers try, 
Through marſhes wade, or climb the or | 
The deep-mouth'd; hounds ſhall following. a 15 
And while he every danger mocks, «vic: won £ 
 __Unpitied ſhall the culprit die:: . 
To quell his cruel, artful race, * 
Is labour worthy of the An | 


Return'd, with ſhaggy ſpoils, aol for 4, 


To our convivial joys at night., 23 


We toaſtz.and firſt our country's lord, 5 < 0 N 7 
Anxious ho moſt ſhall do him rigut; 3 
The fair next crowns the ſocial. board, fecit 5 
Britons ſhould love as well av fights) 'T 2 
ö; 7 wo 


" NOW CA CP _—_ 


L 274 1] Pe 
F or he who flights. e 
" Ts held el Redet oy the chaſe. E 


— 
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Written 5 11 B and $674 at Sadler“, val. 


TOW kind and how ood of his dear majeſty, | 

In the midſt of his matters fo ings, rn #9; 
To think of ſo lowly a creature as — 
I APD old woman of ae r 1 


— 


* » 


Were your ſparks to come round mal In e with 

tach charm, f 1018 „ 0 . 
Say I have nothing to — SEE msn aft © 
I can get a young fellow to keep my back warm, b *Þ 
Though a er old woman ik eighty. dv 


"9 Ty Strong i is as comely a lad a8 youil fe, 
And one that will never ſay nay t' 3 
I cannot but think what a comfort he'll be. „ 
To me, an old woman of eighty. E 


Then fear not, ye f fair ones, though Tang! paſt » * 2 
youth, 
Yau'lt have lovers in ſcores beg and pray Oye, 
Only chink of my fortune, who have but one ee, 


A poor old om of e 3 


— 


414.1 
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45 the Chilſes e, 3 

WAS not ber eyes, thoug h orient nine, 3. 

Can boaſt no gem bebe, _ __ 8 | 

Her lips, where the deep ru 8 | iT 
Her checks that ſhame the luſhing fl 2411 


* . 2 8 : 7 A Te 


a 7 


K 


| Nor yet lier beit Minerva's mien, 

Her boſom white as Venus“ ö e 
That made her my affection's queens, 

But *twas alone her 1 love. 


1 | 
- * —_ * = * * * — * 
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The ruby Of thoheitlonta e 1 0 1 * 1 


The roſy cheek, the graceful. born, 4 


In turn for commendation vie, n 7 
And juſtly the fir'd lover charm +: 


But tranſient theſe—the charm for Ute, e e 
Which reaſon ne*er ſhall diſapprove, . een 
Which, truly Uenſure a wife, | 72 
Faithful and in filial love. . · n 
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. . ad. Colin.. 3 
ERE's all her. geer, her wheel, her work,, 


Theſe little bobbins to andifro,;. FIR hb ge "= 


How oft Lee den ber fingers fix. 
Her pretty fingers, white as e | 6 3 


Each object to me is ſod ear; ITS» 
My heart at fight ont bbs goes 6 382-2, jeg 


"Dws here ſhe fat her down, and here 


She told me ſhewas Colin's Roſe. 


* 


This pes for her, Ya ſhe's drefy'd;.. r 5 : 


& 
4 


Ive brought, alas! how happy ll, oh 5 
Could I be, like theſe flowers, careſs'd,, Ef n 


24 £ 5; * * * 


And, like chem on her boſom die. 


The violet and pink I took, hel vi a. 


And every pretty flower 1 . . 4 1 wondl 


The roſe too, but how mean twill look. 6 


. When by the 4 of my ſweet: Roſe. * zi 


1 5 N 6. 


[ 2 + 
2 0 N 0. 
Sung in Poor Vi Alcan. PP 


9 


iOoME, every man now give his toaſt, 
Fill up the glaſs, IN tell you 2 


Wine is the miſtreſs I love moſt, 
T his is my nee give me thine. 


Well ſaid my lad, ne'er let it fad: +. 
I give my Chloe, nymph divine, 
May love and wine go hand in hand ; 
This is my toait—now give me thine, 


Fill up your glaſſes to the brink, 
Hebe let no one dare decline; f 

Twas Hebe taught me firſt to drink : : 
This is my roaſt—now * me thäne. 


SGemmen, I give my nite d'ye fs : 
May all ro: make her bleft combine, 


| So ſhe be far enough from me: 


This 1 is my alen giver me thine, 


* 1 83 199 


Let ant lovers at the feet 1 
Of pale-fac'd wenches ſigh and pine, 

For me, the firſt kind girl I meet 
Shall be my toaſt now give me thine, 


You toaſt your wife, and you your laſs, 


My boys and welcome; here's the wine, 


For my . he Who fills my glaſs 
Shall l be 

Spirit, my ads, and toaſt away, 4 
I have ſtill one with yours to join; 

That we may have enough to pay; 


1 This is my tent give me thine. | 


— 


5 * 4 


my toaſt— now give me thine, . 
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3 in the Seraglio. N ER $5 tp : 
"HE little birds, as well as you, #4 54537 int” 
I've mark'd with anxious care, 


How free their pleaſures they purſue, 
How void of every care, > £4. 


But birds of various kinds you'll meer, e e | = 
Some conſtant to their loves 1 4:44: 920k ad = 
Are chatt'ring ſparrows half fo ſweet | 30145 bad 4 F 


2s tender, * doves 2 ! lt. = Sand 
WES | T ;- "243.2 BR 3 | f 
| Birds have their . like b Kind; 1907: ,, 


1 


Some on their notes preſu nem =_ 
Some on their form, and ſome you'll find £2 


Fond of a gaudy plume, - '.  , TEST. ; 
Some love a hundred; ſome you'll meet 1 


. 


Still conſtant to their loves ;; ; 8 
Are chattꝰring ſparrows hall fo; N e wund N 
As tender, NE 


— 1 
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N 8 8 28 0 N 2 | 18 26 665 FF * 
| | Wo 41 22 fe 2 of 21 94 Ly 3 4 ES : 
Vi Sang in os Seraghe.) 11 1 hd a; 2 


LOW high, blow low, let rempeſts tex 4 
The main-maſt by the board; Erie 
My heart; with thoughts « of thee, my: 7 * „„ 
And love well ſtor d, i 
a Shall brave all danger, dern, all fear, e 


The roaring wihds, the r A K 5 
$$ 2 LIL 4 32 as * C 3-14 L # 

' In hopes on ſhore * "+ = 

To be once more . | 


Safe moor d with thee, e i HR 


4 » 6 + - j f * ; 
& % . IJ LL KS of 2» > ** k = 36> 


tt 


Aloft while mountains high we go, e 
The whiſtling winds that ſcud along, | 
And the ſurge roaring from below, 
Shall my ſignal be 
To think on i thee, | 5 
And this ſhall be my ſong, CCC 5 N 5 


f SO I blow low, te. 1 


And on that night when alt the cid 
The mem'ry of their former lives, 
O'er flowing cans of flip renew, 
And drink their ſweethearts and their wives, 85 
Fll heave a figh, and think on thee ; 1343-29 
And as the ſhip rolls through the ſea, 
The burthen of my ſong ſhali be . 
N | en en n low, kee. 
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The Sweet Little PENNY —4 2 to Poor Jarl. 


. — parted from me to nat the _ 
| 2 | 

Alas! I mayn't fee bim again + "EE 
In ſpite of all talking, I could not ur weep,. 

To help it I'm ſure was in vain, þ. 

To help it I'm ſure was in vam; © | 
Then he broke from my arms, and bid me farewel, 
Saying, Poll, come my ſoul, it won't do, 
So, d'ye hear, avaſt whining and ſobbing, my girl, 

- *Tis all fooliſh nonſenſe in vou; 

I could not help thinking that Jack was in right, 
From a ſomething that whiſper*d, d'ye ſee,. | 
There's a ſweet little angel that fits * of ſight, - 

. s a ſweet little angel that fits out of licht, 
Will reſtore my Poor Jack unto . 

wy 5 reſtore my Poor fack un unto _ 

1 2 | | ES «3 


I 


Het while he's at diſtance; each choughitls employ's, : 
And nought can delight me on ſſiore 
N fancy, at times, that the ſhip 9" pac ies, 
N Jack I ſhall never ſee more; HEE. 
But then it's but fancy that Agel bose, to: 16 = 
Who can do, ſuch a wonder of things MB 
I know will ne*er ſuffer a harm n 2 e = 
And ſo to myſelf I thus-fings; 1 matey = ' 
| What matters repining, my heart ſhall be li ht, 5 3 
"Fora ſomething there whiſpers, TVET, EY | 
There's a ſweet little Angel that fits out of fight, EX. : 
Will reſtore. my Poor Jack unto me. — . 
But iould chat ſweet Angel, wherever he be, — i 
W to look out after Jack, | 00 * 
Why then he may. never refurn unto me, ha I. . 
Ah! neyer, no never come back; ES 
But, oh it can't be, he's too good 14 805 a 
[014 make the falt-water his grave; 3 
And why ſhould I then each tale-teller mind, | $6 
Or dread every turbulent wave, n 
Beides. I will never kind 1 flight, TEES 
For a ſomething there whiſpers, d'ye. HD qd, 2 
| There s a ſweet little Angel that ſits out of "uy ob es. 
Will reſtore OY: Poor * unto me. * 
f 77TCCCC0bCb%0VCCb 257497 2730 50 9111995; bans 


| "3s 131.5 5 N 
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5 E 1 1 N it is to face 4 0 „ 
I Where death hath laid bis hundreds low, „ 
What tis fatigues to undergo, , 
That might appall en 
Vet never, was a truth more clear, „„ 
That man's in danger, leaſt in fear, _ 
Whoſe heart can ſhed. a generous tear, 


* relieve a erer 2 bei ral 


1 


I've ſeen ſrout hs of . wave, ie] 
Has in a moment made a grave, 
Whoſe lives not all the world Tanks fave . 
Then things affect our nature. 
But not ſo much as when the heart, 
Some ray of comfort to impart, 
Swells up à generous. tear to. ſtart, 
* re 4 ne ee re. | 


4 | a \ 1 2 * . 725 4 l a 
Sure the Gr! Ke c hed. 


| guen a Tomboy before I had enter d my teens, 
In ſpite of my Granny was I, 

From my ſampler and doll, and ſuch babyiſh ſcenes, 
For a good game at romps would 1 fly. 

Tho' he dodg'd me, and N me, det a, ahd, 

| . LY | 
To quiet my rogue of a heart ; : Tr” 
My legs were too 1:ght 1 my erandmortsr* 3 
thoughts, 3 

When my youth was a match for her art: 

When ſhe found her experience was thus over- reach d. 

She'd exclaim in a TAS, ſure the girl is bewitch'd. 


| She'd lecture me next, when my frock laid atide, 
And bid me beware of the men; 
But ſuch lectures ſhe knew I could never abide, 
So I told her again and again, 
Nay, oft in the midſt, I'd break from her and nb, 
At ſuch prudifh dull maxims and ſtuff 8 
She always for me was too ſerious by bal, 
S8o l'd leave her alone in a uff = 
When ſhe found *twas in vain that to me ſhe preach, ag 
She'd exclaim i in a rage, fure the girl is bewirch'd. 2 


”_ 


Till I met with a lad whoſe face and whoſe chat, 
With a thouſand nice pleaſantries mov'd; 

Who told a long tale, I ſcarce knew about what, 

: wt twas to ſay that he loy'd ; Nor 


— 


8 Or ſtray by the ſide of the chryſtaline „, 
.. While the morn is inviting to love, 
Or ſtray by the fide of the ebryſtaline Jake, | 


[ 287 E " 


Nor even from him no long ſpeeches I'd hear, 


\_ Tho" I loy'd him as Tear as my life ; 27 
Now we romp, dance, and Toke, . day of the 


ear, : 
He's as mad and as gay as bis wife; 0 
Now my l may frown, fince in vain ſhe has 
© * preach” | — 
And the world if it pleaſes may think us » bewirb d. 


x: P 


Er SS W- G. 
While the Morn i 15 inviting 70 Love. 


| TE ſun when ariſing, beſpangles the hs, 


And tints with his glory the ſkies: Tn” 

Al nature's in motion—how charming the views ; 

When day is beginning to riſe!!! --- _ 121 

When day is beginning to riſe! F 4% % 
The morning is lovely, Maria, — f 

Let us haſte to the myrtle alco ve, T 


While the morn is inviting ta leg, 1 
While the morn is inviting to love. bine 229 


Did T e'er to thy fancy appear? 
Did no fond idea thy boſom dien? „ 

Maria, unfold to my . „ 
Unſeen, and unheard, you may tell it me nom, 

Not a witneſs is near but the dove. 


Which mourns for its | fate on the olive eee. 


While the morn is eee 5 


The winter, Maria, will come on pace, „ 


As ſummer begins to depart; 
Come, then, in my boſom a confidence place, 


And ſpeak the fond wiſh 0 of OY WORE 2 


2 


Did thy mind turn on me, in thy Aer am the _ 


"PT 282 7 


0 — us — Fir, 1 — nao to day, 2 
And haſte to the church in the grove, . 
N or let us the pleaſing occaſion delay, 


Whale the mern is inviting to Jove. e er 


FFF 


3 wy 4 4+ <4 7 wi 4 7 0 N G. 
| The Maid of Martindale. | 


I Margadale, A liens fair, 
A damſel deigns to dwell, 
Whoſe looks are Tike a ſummer” ö al 
Whoſe charms no tongue can tell: 
Whene'er I meet her on my way, N b 
Whene'er I meet her on my way, i ab asH 74 
J tell my amꝰ rous tale, iet 2A” 
Then heave a figh, and ſoftly a, Be 
| Sweet maid of Martindale, bil BAT 
Sweet maid of Martindale, on 917 * 
Sweet maid of Martindale; + 
Then heave a ſigh, and ſoftly tay, oa . 
Sweet maid Martindale. *** 


& * << 


This nymph 126 ümbers ber train, 

From Hodge up to the Squire, BRA 

A conqueſt makes of ey*ry* ſwain „„ 
All gaze, and all admire : : £2 . EE IST bn 

- Then'where's the hope, alas! for me, 

That I ſhould cer prevail, * 

Yet while I breath ]'ll think of thee, | 37 
Sweet maid of Martindale. nas 


Should fone propitious 5 my 1 . 
Jo call this charmer mine, | 5 
I'd live content in lowly cot. 


And 8 9 reſign ; | e 
45 . But 


** 


- 
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But if the feorns each beare fil ch. i. 
And leaves me to bewaal, - 

For thee, my fair, for thee PH die, 

| Sees maid eee 


5 . * 4 32 
111 > BY \£ A $27 


24 Ba 7 — 3 « | 4 
„ 3 1 
8 0 12 25 5 21545 s \F 
; ? '. £5 : 3 : 75 $852: 1A 
Ti; i) Dinvatt.. 
- Belim? s Complaint. 7 "3 
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Nicres o'er the macht her curtain hung, nA. 


The vale was filent, late ſo br, 0 1 
The bird of night melodious ſung, 51 3 I 7 
Her anthem at departing day; 1 Sb a 
When Selim on a bank reclin'd, bn of- 


Beneath a ſpreading übe ee FR, id wad] 
Thus ſpoke the feelings of his mind, 1814 3598 
Oh! Lucy, 1 95 -j8 8 s 33992 
shed one — 075 for me. a b 10 614 ou 

| Yes, 99 T all thee oddbpeniilg 6 A 352 22 

Were my poſſeſſions rich and 2 5 — 


PIR 4. 


Then for my Lucy would live, Des 2579 12H 
Then at her feet a ſuppliant Wait 3 24 411 
: But fince hahd poverty m vo 91 lan p a Sonhlim ad 
No hope remains to wed with th 1926114 dN 
Thy beauties neꝰ er can grace my Oo Co 
« Oh! Lucy ſhed one tear for me. e 1 


Depriv'd of all that life could leg. G 
- The torment life no more . „555 
The hours that offers happiness, -- ü ed 
Is that which marks 1D hapleſs grave $7] 15 

Be each fond wiſh enjoy d of thine; m: 
May Heaven pratect and comfort thee s, 5.5 o 

The turf muſt preſs this, head of mine, 9 875 2 
„Oh! Lucy ſhed one tear for mes 1% 


* 
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Saveet Nan of Hampton Green." red. 


TTH-care I ſearch'd the village round, r 
| And many hamlets 8 
At laſt a fair I haply found, 
Devoid of art ar pride; 5 
In neat built cot it is ber lot, ÜÄAIId! 
A ruſtie life to lead, „„ 
With tender care her ine rear, real $4 -. 
And watch her ewes at feed, 
Where Thames in ſilver current flows . 
To beautify the ſcene, 45 
There blooms this fair, a bluſhing roſe, 
_ Sweet Nan of Hampton-Green, 
Sweet Nan of Hampton-Green, 
Sweet Nan of Hampton-Green, _ 
There blooms this fair, a bluſhing roſe, 
Sweet Nan of be JH Poe 3.Ua Þ 554 


Her eyes befoenk a ſoul for love, 
Her manner formꝰd to pleaſe, / | WT: 
In mildneſs equal to the DE, | vg ba n 24 
With innocence and eaſ e 
To paint her face, ® $ i: 1333 2 Th = ; R 0 8 
Her form and grace, e320 oh ould SO 
All words are weak and vain, | 


— — — : 
* 
* 


Enough to lil! 
She does excel VVV 
The daughter of the main, 24121007 91 
Where Thames, Ke. E 16693. 21. 


When firſt this charmer I live” 
With doubt my heart was fraught, 
Fancy the beautious maid portray d, 


A el to Var thought; 


5. N 


- 


In am” rous be, 5 1 ö 0 H 29 262, 
I I ole a kiſg, «70H mim Ä F OL OTTER 3% 
Which baniſh'd all alarms,” - n DAR TOPS * 2 
Then 1oyful 1 , * 5 251 t5 yrigd 8 4 
wiſhes crown'd, Mo gf 
Abort in my mf, 2444 $445 44458 


Where Thames in flyer current flows, 
To beautify the ſcene, | 

There blooms:my. fair, a bluſhing roſe, 
Sweet Nan 0 e 


Patey ey the” Mil. 


NAR ſweeter than the hawthorn bloom, 
Whoſe fragrance ſheds a rich Fan 
And all the meadows fill ; 


Much fairer than the'lily blows, © „ | 5 


More lovely than the bluſhing We 1 
Is Patty of the mill, e orgs PIR 


The neigb'ring ſwains her rages: 7 1827908 
With wonder ſtruck, they all a 2 E639 Q- TAP 
And prais'd her from the RL" © FOE 
Each ftrove with all his ruſtie art, 
To ſoothe and charm the Honeſt heart 
Of Fatty hi the mill. „ | 3 £ 
But vain were all eee ede | 2 
A fixed heart, more true to love Hee Tres 
Than turtles when they bill; 
A chearful ſoul, a pleaſing grace. 
And ſweet content, fmiles in the face 
- Of Patty, of the mill, 7 
The good a friend in rt l 12 
5 Exbalre the honeſt, virtuous mind, | : Fey 


# 
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And ovards 3 it from all ill: Py 8 
Ye fair, for ever conſtant — F 526 PETE 
Be ever kind, be true to love, ER BIRT 
Like W N of the mill. 


# - iS > i 5 7% „ 


i e 7 2h 
2. Diſcorfolat one 


/ "HEN my money was gone chat 7  gain'di in the 
Wars, 


And the world it did frown. at m 7 LE 
| What matter'd my zeal, or my honoured ſcars, 
When indifference ſtood at each gate. | 


That face that would ſmile when my purſe was well 
A ee e WET 
Shews a different aſpect to me, y 
And hen I could naught but ett and, 
I hied me again to the ſea. 5 33 


| I thought * twas unjuſt * 10 pine at my lot, 
Or to bear with cold looks cn the ſhore, 
I pack'd up my rp remnants Pd got, | 
. And a ww, _ was WF SRO Hf G4 e377; 


A handkerchief held all the creltfure: I e 

Which over my ſhoulder I threw, os 

Away then I trudg'd with a heart rather fad, M 
To 3 Join with ſome N _, 226 er H 


4x4 


+ x 1 7 ” * 
— 8 * Fi 4 


The ſea was leſs troubl'd b J r * wy mind, 
And when the wide 205 ſurvey 11 * ak 
I could not help thinking the world was unkind, 5 


And fortune a rk Bs 5 
OT £4. bie 6 eo 36) 
3 1 4 r 1 ; 6:3 1 5 1 ad 


[ 287 * 5 7 
I fvear if once more Þ can take her in 8 
I'll jet the ungrateful world fee; ©: 4/5! 2/5: 1 
That the turbulent winds, and the billows could ſhew, 
More re thin they 7. to me. 


4 > bs 


N | 3; 3 | 
| | A BUCKs so 0 0 


\ \ FOULD you taſte the perfume of * morn, : 
While the dew-drops beſpangle the thorn; 3r 
Hark, away, when the ſounds. _. 
Of the merry-mouth'd hounds 
Keep time with the mellow-ton'd horn; 
Ere Phoebus with round rut fte. de 
The tops of the mountains ſhall grace, / 3 
T To the ſportrof the dd 52s 24 trnny Of 
Brother bucks.haſte away, F ao Þ 25 2 n 
Purſue with new. rigour- che chaſe, r* = 


"> 
EA 1 
* 3 


— 


It was Niritod, the jovial and gay, 
Wag firſt taught us to hunt for the ey; 5 
: And with full-flowing, bowls _ 9 
| To enliven our fouliss | 
And A finiſh: the da: . _. - 
Due homage then pay to the Kink, 3 
Pour mighty libations of wine; 

Fill up to the brink, z 2 
Io his mem'ry let's drink, — 
Proclaim our | Erens Ry divine. rr #1 


% 4 
— * * S., — 


b O N GU 1 0 | - nr 
Th £4 of . Richmond Hil." oy | 45 Fes 

2K Sung at. Vauxhall. 7s 0 0 a 
N {Richmond Hill there lives a lafs, 2} 
More bright than May-day mornn 
Wboſe charms all other maids ſurpaſ be. 5 — F 


A roſe without a thorn,” eee 07 SED Lt e 
(4 0. {£2 905 —— 345 F952 | Thi; 


This laßt Ga neat, rel 2 ſo luce, 115 

Has won wy tight good-will ; 55 
I'd Crowns re ie call her mine, 5 
- Sweet laſs 0 Richmond Hill. | 


Ye TEE gay 1110 8 0 
And wanton thro' the grove ; F 
O whif| per 5 my charmin £ fair 8957 1 N 
I'die ft bel 204 10e. JJC 
This laſs ſo1 neat, &. 


How 1 7 the ſhepberd — gf 
Who calls this nymph his own; ; 1 
0 may the choice be fix d on me 7 
Mine's fix ' d on her alone, n 6 
| This laſs ſo neat, dc. | 


s DET. 


= Es F- 3 
_— * * * 
4 \ 


s The Light. of te le. | 


Sung a V auchall.' 


HE day is departed, und WT "He the cloud 

The moon in her beauty appear 

The voice of the nightingale warbles aloud, = 

The muſic of love in our ears. * 
Maria appears! now the ſeaſon ſo ſweet, 

f While the beat of the heart is in tune; 

The time is ſo tender for lovers to meet, 

Alone by the light of the moon. 


I cannot when ek Bt unfold whe I feel, 
I figh—can a lover eee, 


Her name to the ſhepherds I never reveal, es 
Feet I think of her all the day o'er : 


N „ Oo. 
Maria, my love, do you long * the grore, 
Do you figh for an interview. ſoon? 


1 Does eber a kind thought run on me as you rore, | 
Alone by the. light of the moon? - 44x 


Your name from the ſhepherds, - whenever 1 "OR +44 
My boſom is all in a glow; © 

| Your voice when it vibrates ſo ſweet thro? mine ear, 

My heart thrills—my eyes overfle-w: 7 7 * 

Ve powers of the ſky will your bounty dirine, 
Indulge a fond lover his boon ? - 

Shall heart ſpring to heart, and Maria be mine 
Ae by the Bees of the moon. | 


2 

2 . 
** 
4 


1 4 w 


Wri ritten 5 Mr, . : 


"HEN 7116 night, and the mid-yatch i 1s. come, 4 

And chilling miſts hang o'er the darken'd 

Ho 142/67 en,, 1583 
Then failors think of tba far. diſtant hon „ 
And of thoſe friends they may ne*er ſee again. - 
But when the fight 's:beyun, © > 10 7 at 7 7 


8 | Each ſerving at his gun, 
= Should any thought of them come oꝰer our mind 3 | 
| We think, but ſhould the day be . 1 
How *twill cheer 1 
Their hearts, to hear „ 
P That their old W = was one. e 


1 my lad, if you a = 3 | 

Have left on ſhore, ſome pretty girl and true, 
Who many a night doth liſten to the wind, h 

And Ans to think how it may fare with van: e 

O when the fight s begun, A i 

o 4 nyt wbt of 1 his gun, . 

ould any, thou er come 0'er 0 min 5 
SH. TOR O F ut Think 


a 
Think on ny c. ſhould that day be won, 
. ow *twill cheer 


| Her heart, to hear | 
That her own true ſailor he was one. 1 


8s O N K.. 


F life is a bubble, and breaks with a blaſt, 6 

.L You muſt toſs off your wine, if you'd with i it to laſt; 
For this bubble may well be deftroy'd with a An 
If it is not * floating in liquor enough. 


43 


If life is a flow r, as Philoſophers ſay, N 

Tis a very good hint, underſtood the right re pc 
For if life is a flow'r, any blockhead can tell, | 
I you'd have it look n ek muſt moiſten i it well, 


This life is more than a journey "tis ſaid, 

Where 1 roads, for moſt parts, are © Confoundedly 
Then let wine be our four, and each- trav'ler will own 
That whatever the roads, we jog merrily ON. 
| This * 1 to a Theatre, liken'd has denn, 

Where each man around has 2 2 in the ſcene: 

Tis our part to get drunk, and 'tis matter of fact, 

That the more you all 2 75 {his the better pe 'l 


act. 
n ry” Ea 
Mary the Maid of the Mill. Loh 10 


Sung at Vauxhall, 


IKE enen that hang on the roſe, 

The tears ſhone on Mary's fair cheek ; 
When William, to face our proud foes, 
| War 1 danger undaunt would *. 


* 


. > 
— 
Y 


He preſs'd her white-hand with a ſi hn, 


wy, 


For conſtant I'Il be, live or die, 
To Mary the maid of the mill. 


Sad tidings too ſoon were convey'd, 
That William in battle was flain ; 

And many that lov'd the fair maid, 

Nov ventur'd to tell their ſoft pain. 

The *ſquire would have made her his bride, 

But ftill ſhe remember'd poor Will, ee 
Till his death he was conſtant, ſhe ery d,. 

And ſo ſhall his maid of the mill. 6] 


While his death the ſad Mary had mourn'd, 
Great fame he'd atchiev'd in the wars; 
With riches and honour return'd, 
He wip'd from her eye the ſalt tears: 
Then led her to church as his wife 
To repay her true love for poor Will; 
Now joy and delight chear the life 
Of Mary, the maid of the mill. 


F 1 
Second Thoughts are Beſt. : 
| | | \ 8 


Sung at Vauxhall. 
OUNG Lubin was as blithe'a lad, 
As ever trod the daiſy'd plain; 
Each buxom virgin's heart was glad, 
Whene'er he tun'd his ſylvan tram ; 
Ah, when he cry'd, will Kate comply, 
That Lubin may be fully bleſt, 
You've promis'd long, O yes, fays I, 
*Tis true, but ſecond thoughts are beſt, 


O 2 


w 
6 ͤ v ·˙· w EE ES i 
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Now Lubin was a fightly ſwain, 17 

Well form'd to win a maiden's mind, 
And all the laſſes of the plain, 

Oft vy'd to make the ſhepherd kind. 
But proud of conqueſt, female pride, 
Looks lightly on the prize poſſeſt; 

So when he woo'd, I ftill reply d, 
No, £2 ſecond on are beſt. 


1 found my vain coquettiſh heart,. | 
Eclips'd the hope of future joy; 

For oh! it vex'd me to the heart, 

To fee him with my rival toy. - | 
By prudence taught, I bluſh'd conſent, 
And yielding to his fond requeſt, . 

Well pleas'd to church with Lubin went, 
Convinc'd that ſecond thoughts;s are beſt. 1 2 


FFP 


1 Met 
And drew the Swett Roſes of F os eafere Berber. 


44. Sung by ' Mr. Page, at Vauxhall. 


| Tf life's a rough path as the ſages have ſaid, 

With flints and with weeds and with briers 1 
When the ſcorpions of envy and adders of hate, 
Conceal'd in cloſe ambuſh to wound us await ; 

It ſurely is wifdom to ſoften the ſcene, 
By 1 the roſes es rs between. 


Yee, d N lature W that man ſhould by bleſt, 
vince the ſocial affections ſhe thorn'd in his breaſt ; > 
And hc *. m olds wou'd mar her deſign, 
Deſerves in a deſert for ever to pe, 
Without one gay viſion his ſoul to ſerene, 
Or ſtrew the iweet at roſes of pleaſure between, 

* 


e | {JF | | Then 


Tal 


Then crown me the goblet, that ſoother of care, 
And call wit and beauty the banquet to ſhare; 
Bid that o er my reaſon, and this o'er my ſenſe, 
The charms of their heart - touching magic diſpenſe ; 
To fling o'er life's path a ſoft carpet of green, 

And ſtrew the fweer roſes of pleaſure between. 


om oO N Fae 
Colin of the Vale. 


Amid the flow'ry meads, 
Where lofty trees and landſcape wide, 
ITo rural pleaſures leads. 

Fhere oft I meet a gentle youth, 

Who tells a tender tale, 

The love, the tenderneſs and truth, 
Of Colin of the rale. 48 q 


My * heart he tries to o gain, | 
My boſom takes his part ; . 


The faireſt youth that trips the __ | 


Vet with a conſtant heart. 

As true to him I'll ſurely be, 
Such worth muſt ſoon prevail, 
No other lad is dear to me, 

Bur Corn of the vale, 


" When next we meet. Pl own my love, 
And ſoon ſhall be his bride, 

I'm only coy his love to prove, 
And not from fooliſh pride. 

But now I know the conſtant youth, 

His love will ſoon prevail; 
At church l on my love and truth, 
| For Colin of the vale. 


O 3 


| „ ror rolls the filver Severn tide, 


„ 


* e 


* 2941 

FFC | 

EE 8006. 
Caroline of 8 | 


Fan 0 was once my love, 
And I was all to her; 3 
1 I thought ev'n kings above, 
bale ſhe did me e prefer. 


To deck her in each coſtly gown, : 
I lifted in the war; 
And bade adieu to Darimouth town, 
Jo try my fate afer. 


I brav'd the hotteſt of the fight, | 

As was a ſoldier's due; 3 

Convinc'd my country's cauſe was u right, 
e ee . . 


At laſt kind 8 her olive wav'd, 
And Dartmouth town I ſought ; 

And many a gem in plunder fay'd, 
To Caroline I IRE” | 


But ſhe refus'd my hard-pot means, 
And deem'd my viſit bold; 

For love the boaſt of happier ſcenes - 
Was barter d ſince for gold, 


Adieu, falſe Caroline, adieu, 
Tiis hard with life to part; 
But harder ſtill to think that you 
Stould break a ſoldier” s heat. 


SONG. 


oo 


| Few acres and ſmall was the flock he poſleſs'd, 


Hence the with of her heart was uohappily maſks, 
The bright charms of her face now faded with wid, 


| Sunk a at kl 66 in deſpair, and reſign'd to her fare, 
; Fell a.martyr to truth, but the grave form'd for Kate, 
| F rom the hour of ber fate was the ſhepherd at reft,. 


| F or the arrow of Death as it enter'd her breaſt, 


T* matchleſs attractions of Kate of the dale, 


From the torture of love ſhe could find. no relief, 


Nen en no wonder, I am now ſeen to griexe, | 


k 295 x | 
eee 
„ 

Kate of the Dale. v7 


| Through the village had caus'd an alarm; 

And as rumour will travel, the innocent tale, 
Reach'd a youth at a neighbouring farm. TY 
And the thought made him almoſt deſpair ; - 


Yet in fault' fing confuſion his love he expreſs'd, 
"Twas eneourag'd by ſmiles from the fair. 


The Glen of her fatber ſhe fain would have ak d, 
But a p-iaful denial ſhe fear'd, 


At a time when it might have appear'd. 
Her ſoft eyes told the exceſs of her woe; 


Th at love which ſhe could not forego. 


The maid, who with death long had firove,  _- 
Ere, twas clos'd, held the youth of her love. 
Nor long were their ſpirits apart; 


Found a paſſage to Lionel's heart. 


| wy 0 N 6G. 
| Patty the. Girl of my Heart. 


Who was wont to be lively and {mare ; 
Nor can any my ſorrows reheve, 


But Pat the irl of my heart. Kt % ng 
* 8 0 4 25 ps Her 


= 


"Her abſence I'll ne'er ceaſe to mourn, + 


Nor my pangs of diſtreſs to impart 
To the world, till I gain a return | 
Of Party, the girl of my hearts 


With an anxious impatience I burn, 
And ſooner with life wou'd I part; = 
Than wait in ſuſpence the return, * 


Of Patty, the girl of my heart. 


But ſhe baſtens and forbids me to mourn, 


Nay, ſhe tells me ſhe'Il near again part, 
And I no bleſs the happy return | 
Of Patty, the girl of my heart, 


SIZEESEEDEESCECCECEEeect ecenee 


8 
When Youth blofſom'd en me. 


ww HEN youth bloſſom'd on me, no maiden was 


ſeen, | 5 
So handſome, ſo witty, ſo gay at fifteen ; - 


Tas then the fine ſparks of the higheſt degree, ; 


Came fawning, and wooing, and begging to me: 
I bleſs'd with a ſmile, with a frown I could kill, 
My lovers all try how to humour my will. 


At fifteen, I had fifteen fond ſuitors or more, 


At twenty, 1 dare ſay, not leſs than a ſcore; 


Pur having entangled their hearts in my net, 
Determin'd in future to play the coquette : 
And when they entreated, my anſwer was ſtill, 


Indeed, Sir, not now, when it ſuits me, I will. 


4K 


My prudence I thought would reward well my pains, 
If an increaſe of years, brought an increaſe of ſwains; 
OY: 2 . Diſap- 


— BE... 57 
| Diſappointed, I find afl my lovers dro off, 
My rivals all jeer, and exultingly e | 


Believe then, fair maidens, in this maxim ſtiil, 
If you won't when you can, ”_ cannot when you will, 


cee F 


SQ . 
Scotch Laughing Song. | 


7 OUNG Jockey I-vow was the bonnieſt lad, 
That e*cr tun'd a pipe on the banks of the Tay 
Each grace that delighted from nature be had, | 
_' Tho! frolickſome, modeſt ; rho? diffident, gay. 

But pride in my boſom affum'd a controun; ß, 
Compelling ſoft Love for a time to withdraw; 3 
And when he aſf-y'd to unboſom his ſoul, 
| Coquetiſh I flounc'd with a ha, ha, ha, ha. 


— 


In language perſuaſive the ſhepherd oft try 'd, 
In vain'to convince me how ardent his flame, 
For ſtill his fond ſuit with diſdain I deny'd, 
 _ But ſoon found a cauſe my demeanour to blame. 
One eve thro” the grove as they wantonly ſtray'd, 
Wirk Kate in ſoft converſe my lover I fas; 
Tt en jealouſy ſtung me, which p'eas'd he ſurvey'd, 
And careleſly jogg'd on with a ha, ha, ha, ha. 


A cloud of deſpair now a d my mind, 
Contrition did forely my conduct u pbraid; 
As droops the parch'd role fo my a 8 declin dy. 
ey perceiving ſoon flew to my aid. 
'To church then he led me and made me his belles 
1 freely confeſs that his will was my law : 
By Hymen united all folly ahde, +5 mh 
We EY join'd in the ha, ha, ha, he. {4 


O [4 | - SONG, 
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$ © N ©. 
Sandy of the Green, 8 | 


OW ſpring her ſweets diſcloſes, 
And flow'rets deck the grove ; 
I'll make with ſweeteſt rofes, Foy 
A garland for my love. 

The flow?rs that ſcent the air, 
Are not ſa blooming ſeen, 

Are not. fa ſweet and fair, 
As Sandy of the Green. 


Na lad can blink ſa blith and gay, 
Na lad that e'er was ſeen, 

Sa ſweetly on the pipe can play, 
As Sandy of the Green. 


As o' er the bourn a maying, | 
J lately bent my way, 
I met young Sandy ſtraying, 
WyY lads and laſſes gay: 
I felt delight and pleaſure, 
To view his thape and mien; 
Sure then my only treaſure 
4 Sandy of the Green. | 
Na lad can . cee. | 


My Sandy vows he will be mine, 
| The kirk ſhall make us one; 
All other laſſes he'll reſign, 
And live for me alone: 
There's ſa much joy in ſtore for me, 15 
L envy not the queen; | 
While I am bleſt wi love and thee, | 
Dear Sandy of ye Green. 
Na lad can blink, Nc. 


SONG. 


8 O N. 
Sung by Miß George. 
Was near a ſea- beat rock reclin'd, 
The beauteous lovelorn Kate; 


She had no friend to ſoothe her mind, 
But mourn'd her hapleſs fate. 


| Her 001 love was out at ſea, 
Fear from his native ſhore ; 

In tears ſhe wept her ſorrows free, 
| Leſt he return no more. | 


Thus would ſhe figh the live-long day, 
For dangers he may prove; , 

While ſorrow mark'd her lonely way, 

W ith firm unſhaken love. | 


| * Tho? hope oft bade her cares to ceaſe, 
And check'd the falling tear; 

Vet, ah, in vain the hours of peace, 
Appear'd no longer near. | 


So droops the primroſe in the vale, 
So fades the new- blown roſe ; 
When tempeſts and rude winds afſail, 
Their ſweets no more diſcloſe, 


Then farewel, Kate, let pity cheer, | 
And ſoothe thee with addreſs; 
So may each future day appear, 

One ſcene of happineſs. 


SONG, 


— 
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S O NG. 
— | Cove by Mr. Darley, at Vauxha!!, 
| O more ſhall Harry fling the bar, 
Or wreſtle on the green; 
Or on the village feſtival _ 
Proclaim his May-day queen. 


To throw the coit, let others learn, 
In vain to pleaſe L try; - 


” What's all my ruſtic fame and ſkill, 


When ſtill 1 {pou ſigh, 
| _ cruel, Peggy: | 


Like yonder once ſweet wn tree, 

Our thriving loves appear'd; 

To fence it from the ſeaſon's bane, 
No labour has been ſpar'd, 

But, ftubborn to the planter's hand, 
There grew no golden fruit ; 

The nurſling choak*d with foreign weeds, 
Will Py at the root, 


Cruel, cruel, Pessx. - 


I infancy our prattling tongues. 
Liſp'd friendſhip, joy, and love; 
The fabric that affection rear'd, 
Ambition will remove. 
There muſt be magic ſure in gold, 
To make you prove untrue ; 
No magic can my joys reſtore, 
Depriv'd of love and you, 


Cruel, cruel, Pegey: 


* } 


LELTEE EE EEE EE EEEEELLELEDE 


The Matrimanial | Receipt. 


Drs laſſes and liſt to my ſong, 
A good matrimonial receipt; 
In chuſing you'll never be wrong, 
'I mark you the lover complete. 
For ſpite of your bluſhes | know, 
A lover is never amiſs; _ 
The laſs that's moſt apt to ſay, No, 
Js ſometimes inclin'd to fay, Yes. 


„ ſond of red coat and cockade, 


I pray let this hint be enough; 
A man that makes fighting his trade, 


Thinks he ne'er can have fighting enough ;- 


The coxcomb all tinſel and ſhow, 
The rake is a ſtranger. to bliſs, 

Be ſure ſtill to anſwer them, No, 

| However inclin'd to ſay, Yes. 


| Your wits are more noiſy than great, 
Avoid all theſe knowing ones, pray; 
Your fools are too fond of their prate, 
Tho? in fact they have nothing to ſay, 
But the lad who is honeſt and kind, 
Who in conſtancy places bis bliſs ; 
When he aſks, if to love you're inclin'd, 
Be honeſt enough to ſay, Les. | 


SONG. 
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F 
Charming Kit: iy. 


HO! many a nymph may claim my ſong, 

| For ſhape, and grace, and features handſome 5 
Yet Kate ſuch charms to thee belong, | 

As well 1s worth a monarch's ranſom. - 
And had I India's wealth in ſtore, 

Id ſhun with joy the court or city, 
And live ſequeſter'd ever more, 

With thee ſweet maid, my charming cu. 


32 many un a acre Kate can boat, | 

Large tracts of land and rolden treaſure x 5 

Then come, ſweet girl, I love thee moſt, 
Pl lay it at thy feet with pleaſure. 

For thee I'll e*cn the ſex reſign, 
The fair, the brown, the gay, the aitty ; 1 

If thow'lt be mine and only mine, 

. Sweet ruſtic maid, my charmang N 


Then leave the ſhepherds, bonny Kate, 

Lay by thy crook, each care give over, 
And let me henceforth on thee wait, 

A taſk, how pleaſant to a lover. 

My life I'll dedicate to thee, 
And fing thee oft a tender ditty; 

If thou'lt conſent to live with me, 8 
Sweet ruſtic maid, my cbarming Kitty: 


8 = | | TOASTS 


TOASTS axp SENTIMENTS. 


TAY the bloſſoms of friendſhip never be p in 
the bud. | 


May the eye that drops for the mired af others: 


never ſhed a tear for its own. 


May the bark of. friendſhip never founder on the rock 
of deceit, | 


May the grammar of life be conſtrued without the 


_ accidents, 


| May the tide of fortune float us into the barbour of | 


Content, 


May the King always differ how a vicar's horſe, not 


be guided by a miniſter, 
When we fiſh for content, may we never want a bait; 
The love of liberty, and the liberty of love. 
May the time-piece of life be regulated by the dial of 


virtue. 


* Punck' in peifection.— The waters of life amended by | 


the ſpirir of content, and the ac d of the preſent 
hour corrected by the ſweets of the future. 


May the turnpike road to happinefs be free ſrom toll. 


bars, and the boy _ furniſhed with guide 
Ppolis, 85 ; : % 


May eve y mirror we look at caſt an honeſt reflection. 


Muy friendſuip be enliven'd 24 good humour, but 


never wounded by Wil. 


May our p-uder.ce ſecure. us friends, but enable us to 
lire without their: eſſiſtance. 1 
: My 


CO OAST 8, &e. 
May fiptimenr never be ſacrificed by the tongue of 


deceit. 
May care be a "HOVER where virtue reſides. 


May the ſmiles of conjugal felicity the 
frowns of fortune. 


Honour's beſt eee protection of inno- 
cence. 


May the tear of ſenſibility never ceaſe to flow. 


May the King live to reward the ſubject that would 
: die for him, 


May the road of preferment be found by. none but 
thoſe who deſerve it. 

May avarice loſe his purſe, and benevolence find it. 

The firſt tribute due to F riendſhip Gratitude. | 5 

May the liberal hand hare free acceſs to the purſe of 5 

> plenty. N 


Beauty without affectation, 5 merit TD OM conceĩt. 


Riches to the generous, and power to the merciful. 


May the impulſe of Gene roſity never be check'd by 
the power of Neceſſity. 


May the ſpirit of contradiction be laid aſleep, while 
conviviality and good humour are en livened by 
the juice ot the vine. 


May we ever keep the whip hand of our enemies. 


May every ſucceeding year ſtrengthen our friendſhips, 
and increaſe our proſperity. 


Ability to ſerve a friend, and honour to conceal it. 


May we learn to be frugal before we are obliged ſo to 
be. | | | 


Riches without pride, or poverty without meanne's, 
May we always forget when we forgive an injury. 
May we treat our friends with kindneſs, and our ene- 


The 


mies with generoſity. 


IL 
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The honeſt fellow who loves his bottle at night, and 


bis buſineſs in the morning. 

The cauſe of liberty throughout the world. 
May we be ſlaves to nothing but our duty, 
May the honeſt heart never feel diſtreſs. 

Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. 
Virtue for a guide, and Fortune for an attendant, 
May Reaſon be the pilot, when Paſſion blows the gale. 
Thoſe who love pleaſure and contribute to it. 
The woman we love, and the friend we dare truſt. 
May we never feel want, nor ever want feeling, 


May the feeling heart — the fortune the miſer 
abuſes. 


The honeſt fellow that ſpeales his mind as freely when 
| he is ſober, as when he is drunk. 


May we laugh in our cups, and think when we are 
ſober. 


May we draw - — Content for the deficiencies of 
Fortune. 


Every thing of Fortune but her inſt. bility. 


May Hope be the Phyſician, when Calamity is the 
diſeaſe. 


, May the thorns of life only ferve 1 to give a zeſt to its 
| flowers. 


May we always look forward to better things, i 
never be diſcontented-with the preſent. 


Great men honeſt, and honeſt men great. 
Love to one, friendſhip to few, and good-will to all, 
Love without fear, life without care. 
May the ſingle be married, and the married bappy. , 
May hemp bind thoſe whom honour cannot. 
May our r bappineſs be ſincere, and our joys laſting. 

| F 2 | h May 
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May our pleaſures be boundleſs, while we have time. 
to enjoy them, | 


May contempt be the fate of ſuch among us as ſtrut in 
foreign foppery, to the deſtruction of the trade 


and manufactures of England. 

May he who has neither wife, miſtreſs, nor eſtate in 
England, never have any ſhare 1 in a che government 

of it. 

May the enemies of England never eat the bread 
thereof. 

| May our endeavours be always lt, when en- 

| gaged under the banner of juſtice. | 

May our conſcience be ſound, though our fortune be 
rotten. a 


May temptation never conquer virtue. 


May we be rich in friends, rather than money. 


May he who wants friendſlup alſo want friends. 
May we never know ſorrow but by name. 


May the evening's diverſion bear the N s re- 
flection. | 


May our benevolence be bounded only by our fortune. 
May fortune be always an attendant on virtue. 


May we never ſwear a tradeſman out of his due, nor 
a credulous girl out of her virtue. - 


May we always have a friend, and know his value. 
May they never want, who have ſpirit to ſpend. 

May he that made the devil take us all. 

May we never want a friend, and a bottle to give him. 


May we never want a friend when we have not a bottle 
to give him. | | 

May the friends we love be 850565 and the country 
we live in be free, 


_ we never taſte the _ of affliction, ; 


More 
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Nore friends and leſs need of them. 


„ diſappointment to re enemies of Old Eog- 
an 


Plenty to a generous mind. 
Proviſion to be unprovided. * aa 


Short ſhoes and long corns to the enemies of Great = 


| Britain. 

Succeſs to the-ſoil, the fleece, and the Aail. 
Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our wiſhes. 
Taſte to our pleaſure, and pleaſure to our taſte, 


| May prudence, moderation, and an invariable atten- 
tion to the public good, cement the people of 
England. | 


The king to the laws, and the church to the bible. 


The pleaſures of imagination realized. |; 

Our country, and may it continue to be the land of 

liberty to the end of the world. 

Harmony all over the world. 

May every day be happier than the laſt. 

The roſe of pleaſure without the thorn. 

Good luck till we are tired of it. 

May our hearts have for tenants, truth, candour, and 

benevolence. 

May our pleaſant thoughts be guile with modeſt ex- 

pPreſſions. 

May we be happy when alone, and chearful when in 

| company. 

May our virtue be healihy without the phyſi of 
calamity, : 

The ſweets of ſenfibiliry without the bitters. 


May every honeſt man turn out a rogue. 


May poverty always be a on behind us. 
A hearty 
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A hearty ſupper, a good bottle, and a ſofe bed, to 
the man who fights the battles of his country. 


May we never defire what we cannot obtain; 
May we be rouſed, but not rendered deſperate by 


calamity. 
May we fly from the temptations which we cannot 
"2" Tell. | 3 


May virtue be our armour when wickedneſs | is our 


aſſailant, 
Mzy fortune recover her eye-light,. and be jaſt in the 
diſtribution of her favours. 87 


The majeſty of the people of England. 


May the influence of the crown be demoliſhed in 1 
own corruption, and the liberties of the people 
revive ip tieir own ſpirit. 


| The memory of our brave anceſtors who brought 
. - about the revolution, and may a fimilzr ſpirit. 
actuate their deſcendants. 
May the oy of friendſhip be lighted with the oil of 
ſincerity. 


May health paint the check, and bncerity the heart. 


May we breakfaſt with health, dine with friendſhip, 
crack a bottle with mirth, and ſup \ with the god- | 
deſs contentment, | | 

May the regard we have for our own char: ers deter 
us from injuring others. hn e 

May we take reaſon and patience in the right band, 

and hope in the left. | 

A ſpeedy exportation to all the enemies of Rina, 

unithout a drawback, 
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